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Tip.  Cenniniaiia  nelle  Murate. 


AL 

SENATORE  EMANUELE  FENZl 

ONORE  E  GLORIA 

BELLA    NOSTRA   FAMIGLIA 

QUESTI  UMILI  SCRITTI 

IL  FIGLIO  SEBASTIANO 

CON 

PROFONDO    AFFETTO    E    RICONOSCENZA 

DEDICAVA 

IL    DI   1"   SETTEMBRE    1870. 


TO    THE    READER 


I  make  bold  to  offer  these  rhymes  for  perusal 
to  my  friends  and  acquaintances,  —  much  in  the 
same  way  as  an  amateur  'painter  might  hand 
round  his  rough  sketch-book. 

They  reflect,  though  dimly,  much  of  what  I 
have  seen  and  felt,  here  and  there,  through  life; 
and,  whatever  they  are,  I  beg  to  claim  for  them 
one  quality:  originality,  —  never  having  pre- 
sumed to  imitate  any  fixed  model,  but  having  uni- 
formly Avritten  down  my  ideas  and  feelings,  both 
in  Italian  and  English,  according  to  my  own 
fancy,  and  in  my  own  peculiar  mode  of  inter- 
preting them.  My  occupations  have  necessarily 


been  a  great  drawback  to  my  natural  bent  and 
craving  for  Art  and  Literature;  but  it  were  vain 
now  to  regret  this,  especially  as  I  believe,  with 
D/  Panglosse:  ''that  all  is  for  the  best  in  this 
best  of  all  possible  worlds!"  — 


Florence  1st  September  1870. 


SEBASTIANO    FENZI, 


ELEGY 
ON    MY    BELOVED     SISTER 

EUGENIA. 

("Written  at  the  age  of  16.) 


I  viewed  the  stone,  Eugenia  dear. 
Which  marks  the  narrow  cell. 

Where,  wrapt  in  death  all  cold  and  drear. 
Thy  mortal  relics  dwell. 

And  as  I  knelt  upon  that  stone 

Wheii  light  gave  way  to  gloom. 

And,  save  the  night  wind's  silent  moan. 
Nought  stirred  the  silent  tomb, 

I  wept  —  I  wept  —  but  scarcely  know 
What  tears  were  those  I  shed  — 

Such,  never  sorrow  urged  to  flow 
In  mourning  o'er  the  dead  — 


—  2  — 

Ah!  no,  when  gushed  that  fevered  brine 

I  felt  a  rising  glow, 
Which  heaved  my  soul  to  bliss  divine. 

And  banished  earthly  woe. 

I  felt  as  if  transported  far 

From  this  our  lowly  sphere, 

I  flew  beyond  the  Polar  star 

From  grief  and  shadows  clear.  — 

On  that  lone  spot,  that  solemn  hour. 
Why  did  not  grief  prevail? 

Why  did  not  keen  affection  's  power, 
Then  urge  my  heart  to  wail? 


2. 


We  mourn  the  blasted  oak  whose  shade 
Was  once  our  haunt  most  dear  — 

The  dried-up  rill  that  sparkling  strayed 
In  warbling  waters  near  — 

The  caged  bird,  now  dead,  whose  lay 
Had  often  soothed  our  ear,  — 

And  mourn  the  dog,  nor  leave  his  clay 
Unmoistened  with  a  tear. 

If  such  affections'  ties  when  broke 
Can  pain  the  human  heart. 

Oh  I  think  how  maddening  is  the  stroke 
When  kindred  souls  depart  I 


—  3  — 

Shades  of  despair  appal  the  mind. 
And  dim  frail  reason's  beams,  — 

And  grief  with  moaning  fills  the  wind. 
Or  gnaws  in  silent  dreams. 


In  yon  sequestered  gloomy  nook, 

Mark'st  thou  a  youth  recline?  — 

With  drooping  head  and  vacant  look. 
Ah!  wherefore  doth  he  pine? 

Alas  !  for  him  the  days  are  o'er 
Which  joy  serenely  sped,  — 

His  star  of  bliss  shall  rise  no  more. 
His  sister  soul  is  fled ! 

Behold  the  sire  with  tearful  eye 
Aghast  to  heaven  stare  — 

Hark  to  the  mother's  frantic  cry: 
"  Where  is  my  daughter,  where? 


4. 


Pure  as  the  lily's  candid  hue. 
And  beauteous  as  the  star 

That  glitters  o'er  the  morning  dew. 
And  twinkles  bright  afar  — 


—  4  — 

What  glance  of  fire  immortal  beamed 
Through  that  celestial  eye  — 

Oh  1  who  that  gazed  on  thee  had  deemed 
That  death's  hand  lingered  nigh? 

But  yet  thou  wast  too  good,  too  pure, 
With  mankind  long  to  stay,  — 

Such  souls  as  thine  ne'er  long  endure 
The  burden  of  our  clay  1  — 

And  thine  eyes  closed  —  but  yet  ere  death 
Had  darkened  o'er  their  ray,  — 

Ere  yet  the  groan  of  parting  breath 
Proclaimed  thee  past  away,  — 

There  flashed  through  that  last  gazing  eye 

A  beam  of  starry  glare. 
Which  seemed  to  scan  eternity, 

And  lay  th'  arcanum  bare  : 

Then  quailed,  and  sealed  —  and  deeply  sunk 

Beneath  thy  pallid  brow  — 
While  yet  thy  clay  convulsive  shrunk 

In  death  's  last  crudest  throe. 

And  though  'n  that  moment  chilly  flowed 

The  drops  of  dread  decay. 
Thy  lips  a  hallowed  dimple  showed 

Not  fate  could  tear  away. 

Thus  closed  untimely  thy  career 

While  youth  was  in  its  bloom  — 

Thus  did  the  bright  stai'  disappear 

That  steered  us  through  the  gloom.— 


And  we  to  sorrows  dark  a  prey, 

Were  left  to  linger  on, 
And  still  behold  the  sun  whose  ray, 

Without  thee,  seemed  so  dun. 

Through  thee  alone  was  nature  clad 
In  charms  we  find  no  more,  — 

She  then  to  us  grew  cold  and  sad, 
And  bleakly  shaded  o'er. 


5. 


But  like  when  heavy  vapours  bar 

The  azure  space  serene. 
Appears  at  tinges  our  sun's  bright  car. 

And  cheers  the  dreary  scene  — 

Thus  glimpses  of  effulgent  spheres 
Break  through,  dim  sorrow's  veil. 

And  dry  the  righteous  parents'  tears. 
And  calm  their  bitter  wail  — 

For  then  thy  spirit  hovers  nigh, 

And  soothes  their  heart  furlorn  — 

And  secret  whispers  from  on  high. 
Then  bid  it  cease  to  mourn,' 

And  trust  in  Him,  the  life  of  all, 

\Vho  views  our  treasured  love  — 

And  hears  our  voice  in  anguish  call 
For  mercy  from  above. 


—  6  — 


6. 


Oh!  thou  my  God,  whose  bounteous  hand 
Vouchsaved  me  too  to  bless, 

When  thus  my  grief  at  thy  command 
Was  charmed  to  happiness,  — 

Oh!  grant  my  soul  may  ne*er  forsake 

The  path  Eugenia  trod. 
And  ne'er  alluring  syrens  shake 

My  heart  from  such  a  road  — 

And  grant  that  her  angelic  shade 
Once  more  my  bosom  cheer  — 

And,  like  when  o  'er  her  tomb  I  prayed. 
Impart  the  blissful  tear  — 

Yes!  when  my  latest  sun  shall  set. 
And  Death  appear  in  view. 

Let  with  that  tear  mine  eye  be  wet  — 
My  lips  sraile  Earth  adieu! 

1839. 


—  7 


TO    MY   FRIEND    R.    B. 


Acrostic. 


Dearest  friend,  oar  life's  career 
Is  diverse  in  this  lowly  sphere; 
Commerce  points  ray  destin'd  way, 
Knowledge  lures  thee  o'er  her  sway 

But  although  thy  fated  star 
Roll  from  mine  asunder  far. 
Yet  ne'er  let  our  friendship's  flame 
Dull  become,  but  e'er  the  same 
Glow  within  each  other's  breast, 
E'en  'til  both  by  God's  behest 
Sink  down  in  the  eternal  rest. 

1841. 
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TO    THE    SAME. 


In  answer  to  some  ungenerous  remarks  on  Italy. 


Once  we  were  great,  and  Albion  thou  wast  low. 
Wrangling  in  savage  and  barbaric  gloom  — 

Now  has  the  beam  of  heaven  ceased  to  glow 
Sole  in  our  land  —  and  rapidly  the  bloom 

Of  glory  hath  adorned  each  distant  shore  — 

And,  changing,  left  its  wonted  home  of  yore. 


Yes!  thus  it  is  —  but  never  dare  thou  say 

That  dastard-like  or  dead  our  nation  lies — 

Slumber  we  may  —  but,  Albion,  soon  the  day 
Shall  dawn  propitious  to  our  newly  rise!  — 

Thou,  too,  Shalt  quake  —  for  the  dread  roar  of  war 

Shall  echoing  shake  —  thine  own  pale  cliffs  afar! 

1841. 


-  9 


LINES    ADDRESSED    TO. 


The  author  of  m  Elegy  :  On  leaving  off  loearing  a  jacket. 


Console  thyself,  my  whining  youth. 

Let  tails  not  mar  thy  joy, 
For,  though  now  tailed,  I'll  tell  thee  sooth, 

Thou'lt  pass  still  as  a  boy! 

And  say  not:  ''maids  loill  smile  no  more'' — 
Let  not  such  fictions  awe  thee  — 

They'll  laugh  as  they  have  laughed  before  - 
Who  could  be  grave  that  saw  thee?  — 

If  aught  to  grieve  there  could  have  been 

In  taking  tails  it  was: 
That  though  the  tails  do  something  screen. 

They  ne'er  can  screen  the  Ass  I 

1841. 
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LINES  ADDRESSED  TO  MY  FRIEND  COUNT  P. 

On  his  having  asked  me  to  dedicate  some  verses 
to  the  Brig-of-war  confided  to  nis  command  on  a  tour  round  the  Globe. 


Yes!  I  said  the  my  lyre  I  would  string. 

And  would  frame  on  its  numbers  a  strain, 

But  no  rhyme  from  my  muse  I  could  wring, 
And  my  paper  I've  blotted  in  vain. 

Thus  excuse  me^  my  friend,  but  your  ship. 
In  such  case,  must  as  yet  go  without  it, 

For  indeed  how  could  ever  my  lip 

Praise  a  thing  which  is  barely  fit  out  yet? 

When  in  port,  after  more  than  a  year. 

From  her  tour  round  the  globe  she'll  return. 

When  her  name  shall  resound  in  each  ear, 
And  each  eye  to  behold  her  shall  yearn; 

When  I'll  tread  on  her  deck,  and  shall  find 
That  from  thy  mind  each  object  has  caught 

That  spell  which  is  ever  combin'd 

To  things  that  with  Genius  are  wrought,  — 


—  11  — 

The  oil!  then  I  will  quicken  my  lyre, 

And  will  sing  in  the  praise  of  thy  ship. 

Until  all  that  my  heart  boasts  of  fire 
Shall  expire  on  my  lingering  lip. 

1842. 
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TO     THE     COUNTESS     P. 

On  her  husband,  the  above  Commander  of  a  Brig-of-war,  leaving  her 
on  a  voyage  round  the  Globe. 


Thy  spouse  is  gone,  his  snowy  sail 
Along  the  heaving  wave  is  sped, 

And  thou  when  night  expands  its  veil 
Shalt  lie  within  a  widow'd  bed. 

Yes!  in  the  silent  liours  of  gloom, 

Thoul't  murmur  forth  his  name  in  vain, 

Far,  far,  within  his  floating  room. 

He'll  hear  alone  the  roaring  main. 

And  from  thy  beauteous  azure  eye 
The  briny  tear  will  often  start, 

And  often  will  the  burning  sigh 

Escape  thy  sear'd,  thy  tortur'd  heart. 

Yet,  from  the  spheres  of  light  above, 
Will  not  unnotic'd  be  the  woe 

Of  her,  whose  tears  of  fervent  love. 
Enhance  her  beauty  as  they  flow 


—  13  — 

A  cherub  from  the  holy  choir 

Will  ply  to  earth  his  radiant  Wing, 

And,  touching  his  celestial  lyre. 

To  thee  these  notes  consoling  sing: 

"  Dry  the  dew  from  thy  brow. 

Shake  the  weight  off  thy  heart. 

Let  the  tear  that  flows  now 
Be  the  last  that  shall  start. 

"  For  I'll  watch  o'er  the  days 
Of  the  one  thou  hold'st  dear. 

And  the  laurels  and  bays 
Shall  adorn  his  career." 

And  with  these  words  the  song  shall  cease. 
But  still  its  echoing  note  shall  dwell 

Deep  in  thy  bosom's  core,  and  ease 
Thy  heart  with  its  celestial  spell. 

1842. 
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TO. 


How  many  a  golden  dream  and  limpid  thought 

Must  in  thy  mind  have  spread  their  hallowed  glow, 

Thus  on  thy  brow  to  have  their  image  wrought 
In  lineaments  of  beauty  rare  below !  — 

Yesf  in  that  sweet  yet  energetic  eye, 

And  that  serene  and  lovely  brow  of  thine  — 

There  dwells  a  charm  that  tells  the  passer  by, 
The  soul  within  must  bear  a  mould  divine  f 

1843. 
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AN    ITALIAN    BARCAROLA. 


Oh  !  what  joy  when  brightly  shineth 
O'er  the  wave  the  polar-star !  — 

Softly  clasping  her  who  loves  me, 
In  my  boat  I  venture  far. 

Gently,  gently,  sailor  row  f 

Nought  I  reck  if  Fortune  frowneth 
From  above  her  fickle  car,  — 

Softly  clasping  her  who  loves  me. 

What  can  e'er  my  pleasure  mar  ?  — 

Gently,  etc. 

Yes  f  pure  love  is  all  I  feed  on, 

Gold  I  yearn  not  to  possess, 
Softly  clasping  her  who  loves  me. 

All,  I  earn,  my  soul  can  bless  ! 

Gently,  etc. 

1843. 
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WRITTEN    IN    A    LADY's    ALBUM. 


Seek  not  to  write,  no  Minstrel's  verse  can  tell 
What  beauty  dwelleth  in  that  frame  and  mind 

The  eye^  the  listening  ear  may  know  the  spell. 
But  never  words  the  poet's  Muse  can  find, 

That  e'er,  to  those  who  heard  and  saw  not,  may 

The  semblance  of  that  angel  true  convey  1  — 

1843. 
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HYMN    OF    A    SPIRIT. 

Addressed  to  M"  R.  on  her  losing  her  beloved  daughter,  the  Marchioness  C, 
who  died  in  giving  life  to  her  first  and  only  child. 


Ah!  weep  no  more,  but  gaze  on  high 
Upon  the  wide  expanded  sky. 
There,  there,  one  moment  fix  thine  eye, 
And  think  of  fieri 

Far  —  far  beyond  yon  azure  space. 

Where  planets  roll  their  destin'd  race, 
There  towers  a  world  thou  canst  not  trace. 
Then  think  of  her  I 

That  world's  a  world  of  Joy  and  Light, 
Unlike  to  this  of  Grief  and  Night, 
A  world  of  Glory  and  Delight. 

Then  think  of  Tier! 

The  souls  therein  are  bright  as  are 

The  beams  that  sheds  the  morning-star. 
And  pure  as  those  from  Luna's  car. 

Then  think  of  herl 

2 


—  18  — 

And  their's  the  life  without  a  care. 

And  beauty,  love,  and  bliss,  are  there. 

That  time  can  ne'er  corrupt  or  wear. 

Then  think  of  her  I 

For  'tis  a  world  of  Joy  and  Light, 
Unlike  to  this  of  Grief  of  Night, 
A  world  of  Glory  and  Delight. 

Then  think  of  her  I 

And  rises  there  the  Throne  of  Him 

Before  whose  glance  the  suns  wax  dim, 
And  shrinks  to  nought  each  Seraphim. 
Then  think  of  her  I 

Within  that  world  —  before  that  Throne, 
A  soul  of  beauty  rarely  known 
E'en  there,  stands  stainless  and  alone. 
Then  think  of  her  I 


Would  that  thine  eye  could  view  her  now 
AVith  halos  round  her  starlit-brow; 
Meekly,  before  the  Almighty,  bow; 

Then  think  oiherl 


He  gazes  on  her  with  Delight, 

And  welcomes  her  return  to  Light 
From  out  this  drear  abode  of  Night. 
Then  think  of  her 


—  19  — 

For  while  above  in  former  days. 
Gazing  athwart  Creation's  maze. 
This  earthly  Planet  met  lier  gaze, 

Then  think  of  her ! 

And  she  then  crav'd  her  Heavenly  Sire, 
To  leave  awhile  the  Holy  Choir, 
And  mix  with  Adam's  race  her  flre, 
.  Then  think  of  Jwr! 

And  she  was  born  —  and  grew  to  be. 
Such  as  thy  mother's  eye  did  see, 
A  thing  above  this  humble  lea; 

Then  think  of  her ! 

A  being  superior  to  thy  race. 

In  whom  each  mortal  well  could  trace 
Signs  of  its  former  dwelling  place. 

Then  think  of  her! 

I  was  her  Guardian  Angel  here. 

Who  watched  her  step  by  step,  for  fear 
That  sin  should  taint  a  thing  so  dear! 
Then  think  of  her! 

Until  at  length,  she  having  given 

To  earth  a  priceless  gift,  was  driven 
Again  to  ascend  her  native  Heaven. 
Then  think  of  her! 

Would  that  thine  eye  could  view  her  now, 
With  halos  streaming  round  her  brow. 
Meekly,  before  her  Maker,  bow. 

Then  think  of  her  ' 


—  20  — 

He  gazes  on  her  with  deliglit, 

And  welcomes  her  return  to  Light, 
From  out  this  drear  abode  of  Night. 
Then  think  of  her ! 

Then  think  of  Jier  —  yet  weep  no  more, 
For  when  thine  own  career  is  o'er, 
When  thou  shalt  quit  this  cheerless  shore, 
Thou'lt  meet  her  there ! 

1844. 
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DYING  WORDS  OF  A  POET  OF  THE   SATANIC  SCHOOL. 


I  die,  and  dying  leave  a  curse 

To  all  around  —  above  —  beneath.  — 

And  direst  to  Nature  who  did  nurse 

My  frame  to  sting  it  now  with  death  — 

Ah  !  why  indeed  broke  she  the  deep 

Shades  of  my  former  painless  sleep? 

Was  I  not  happy?  —  Did  I  crave 
The  Godhead  to  unglue  my  lid, 

And  place  me  on  life's  tempestuous  wave. 
To  view  the  worlds  that  then  lay  hid? 

Ah!  ne'er  could  I  so  mad  a  thought 

Have  foster'd 'midst  the  bliss  of  nought\ 

Then  why  —  then  why  —  ah  !  let  me  know. 
Did  Nature's  cruel  tyrannic  hand 

Tear  me  from  whence  there  breathed  no  woe. 
To  writhe  upon  this  thorny  strand? 

Not  thou  canst  answer,  venal  priest. 

To  whom  mv  death  is  but  a  feast ! 


—  22  — 

Ah  !  none  can  sayf  — Yet  could  I  live  — 

Live  but  some  few  short  summers  more,- 

That  one  last  impulse  would  I  give 

That  Reason  yet  doth  need,  and  soar 

Beyond  the  line  the  Despot  drew 

To  screen  the  truth  from  Mankind's  view  ! 

Yes !  I  would  tear  my  onward  way, 

And,  grappling  with  each  pinion' d  sprite, 

Heaven  and  Hell  would  I  dismay; 

And  prove  the  One  cibove  what  might 

Hath  he  to  whom,  not  all  in  vain. 

Was  given  a  drop  from  Reason's  main  !  — 

And  did  I  bring  on  me  the  fate 

The  Titans  met  despite  their  power  — 

For  daring  thus  to  vindicate 

Our  right  to  Eden's  blissful  bower  — 

From  whence  unjustly  heaven's  ire 

Debarred  us  for  our  sinful  sire  — 

Then,  ere  thus  crushed  beneath  the  hand 
That  shook  at  my  progressive  tread  — 

Could  I  one  moment  firmly  stand. 

And  view  the  One  in  choler  dread  — 

So  proud  a  moment  would  requite 

The  pangs  of  Hell's  unending  night  I 

And  now  to  all  Adieu  I  Adieu  ! 

I've  spoke  —  and  ne'er  shall  speak  again 
But  may  the  winds  in  echo  strew 

My  accents  over  mount  and  main  — 
And  teach  Mankind  to  raise  their  head. 
Nor  shrink  to  arraign  their  Maker  dread  ! 

1844. 
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ON    EARLY    DEATH. 


Who  that  hath  not,  when  smiling  spring 
O'er  earth  expands  her  motley  wing, 
Felt,  while  caress'd  by  zephyr's  sigh, 
Or  dazzled  by  the  floweret's  dye. 
That  pride  of  heart  and  rapture  soft. 
Which  sooths  and  bears  the  mind  aloft? 

And  who  hath  not  in  such  a  scene,  — 
While  couching  on  the  mossy  green. 
With  depthless  skies  above,  and  crown'd 
With  nature's  loveliness  around,  — 
Bless'd  the  sweet  sleep  that  pressed  his  eye, 
And  raised  his  thoughts  beyond  the  sky? 

Ah  !  thus  while  in  the  spring  of  life. 
Ere  grief  and  sorrow  wage  us  strife. 
And  all  around,  as  in  our  breast. 
Seems  in  a  magic  brightness  dressed,  — 
I  say  'tis  sweet,  all  sunny  then, 
To  sink  to  sleep,  nor  wake  again. 

1844. 
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TO    MY    FRIEND    H.    N. 


ON     THE      DA.Y      OF      HIS      MAREIAGI 


Hencefortli  thy  life  is  twofold  here  below, 
A  heart  is  twined  to  thine  for  evermore. 

To  share  on  earth  the  passing  weal  or  woe, 
That  to  thy  span  of  life  is  left  in  store. 

And  weal  thus  shared  will  earn  a  brighter  ray, 
And  Grief  will  find  an  antidote  in  Love, 

And  sweet,  through  every  change,  will  flee  away 
The  winged  hours  that  herald  thee  above. 

And  when  those  hours  are  pass'd,  when  life  is  o'er. 
When  fate  hath  clos'd  thine  eyes  and  her's  for  e'er. 

Sweet  —  nay,  the  bliss  of  bliss  'twill  be  to  pour 
Together  round  the  eternal  throne  a  pray'r. 

1S44. 
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TO  MY  OLD  SCHOOLFELLOW  AND  FRIEND  F.  P. 


Warm  is  my  heart  for  thee^  my  friend, 
And  warm  it  e'er  shall  be. 

Till  Time  bring  forth  my  fated  end, 
And  close  the  ffrave  o'er  me. 


&^ 


But  then,  e'en  then,  my  chainless  soul 
AVhile  cleaving  other's  space. 

Marking  our  pigmy  Planet's  roll, 
Thine  image  shall  retrace. 

Nay,  there  perchance,  effulgent  there, 
Our  spirits  once  may  meet, 

And  backward  fly  to  days  that  were. 
And  smile  o'er  life's  deceit. 

1844. 
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LINES    WRITTEN    IN    AN    ALBUM, 


My  hand  that  writes,  thiii^  eyes  that  read, 
Soon  in  the  grave  must  dwell: 

And  loathsome  worms  thereon  must  feed. 
Thereon  their  hunger  quell. 

Full  well,  but  yet  such  humbling  thought 
Think'st  thou  can  curb  my  pride? 

If  in  thy  heart  it  chillness  brought. 
Such  weakness  I  deride. 

Within  my  breast  and  in  my  brain 

My  dauntless  soul  is  pent, 
There,  chafes  at  Earth's  ignoble  chain. 

And  yearns  to  see  it  rent. 

Then  come  thou  Death,  —  then  come  and  free 

My  spirit  from  its  cell  — 
Not  horror  wilt  thou  meet  in  me. 

Not  dread  when  tolls  my  knell  I 

And  thou  who  read'st,  when  I  am  gone, 

Remember  not  ray  clay: 
Think  of  my  vital  spark  alone 

Whose  life  is  endless  day  t 

1844. 
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FROM    THE    ITALIAN    OF    CARLO    BINI 


ON   THE  ANNIVERSAEY   OF  HIS  BIRTH-DAY. 


Another  year  of  life  is  flown. 

And  trembling  numbers  it  the  mind  — 
Nought  of  the  past  remains  my  own; 

The  future,  joyless  shadows  bind;  — 
The  past  is  as  a  sound  that's  dead, 
A  sorrow  to  remorses  wed.  — 

Within  my  desert  soul  it  rises 

As  lone  as  an  unblazon'd  tomb, 
That  holds  what  most  our  nature  prizes, 

Suffused  each  day  the  more  in  gloom  — 
For  therein  dwells  immured  and  lost, 
The  virtue  that  I  once  could  boast. 

Days  of  my  boyhood,  that  have  roll'd 
Unheeded  o'er  my  brow,  return  t  — 

Return,  and  soothe  this  heart  grown  cold, 
And  hope  revive  that's  ceas'd  to  burn  — 

Hope  —  hope,  that  life  is  to  the  soul. 

When  thoughts  have  quaff'd  the  sceptic's  bowl. 
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Days  of  my  boyhood,  oh  I  retrace 

The  path  o'er  which  ye  paced  before. 

And  let  your  freshening  breath  efface 
These  furrows  time  relentless  bore  — 

Return,  ye  days  of  smiling  glow, 

Nor  speed  ye  as  ye  passing  flow! 

I  ne'er  have  tasted  life,  for  lo  t 
In  one  sole  glance  I  did  divine 

The  arc  our  spirit  trac'd  below; 

And  now  a  fiend-like  curse  is  mine; 

And,  dull  and  numb  its  spell  beneath, 

I  withering  feel  the  approach  of  death  I 

Days  of  my  boyhood  f  I  dispers'd 

A  treasure  God  ne'er  grants  again,  — 

Can  ne'er  regrant  —  I  kept  submers'd 
Life's  gay'st  crown  in  sloth  insane  — 

And  scatter 'd  to  the  winds  have  I 

This  wreath  for  which  too  late  I  sigh. 


1846. 
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TO    MY    OWN    BELOVED    EMILY. 


(In  answer  to  some  verses  sent  me  by  her  when  my  duel  with 
Mons.'G.  was  yet  pending-,  and  when,  therefore,  obliged  temporarily 
to  absent  myself  and  suspend  my  suit.  — "We  were  then  engaged  — 
not  married  yet.  —  The  last  word  of  each  line  is  the  same  as  in 
her  own  verses). 


One  feeling  in  my  heart  must  l)e 

Eternally  the  sa7ne,  — 
For  there  the  love  I've  vowed  to  thee 

Can  ne'er  relent  its  flame. 

And  though  the  world  benumbs  me,  yet 
That  flame  I  still  may  owm  — 

Though  'tis  but  as  a  fen  fire  set 
O'er  some  sepulchral  stone. 

And  oh!  I  shudder;  only  look 

What  curse  'tis  mine  to  dear  — 

Oh !  think  on  all  that  I  must  d'rook. 
And  calm  thine  own  despair  ! 

For  though  thou  art  mine  only  love, 

With  whom  my  heart  must  dwell,  — 
Fm  doomed  my  feelings  'truth  to  prove 


In  bidding  thee  farewell  I 


o 

1847. 
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TRANSLATED   FROM   AN   ITALIAN   TRAGEDY: 

"HAROLD  THE  SAXON." 
An    aged    Bard   addressing   the   people. 


Two  chords  on  the  lyre  of  the  Bard  e'er  are  bound,  — 
More  noble,  more  deep  than  the  rest  in  their  sound: 
To  Love  and  Vie  Native-Land  sacred  are  they. 
And  spell-bound  each  mortal  submits  to  their  sway. 

—  To  the  thrill  of  their  numbers  ye  Saxons  arise  ! 
Arise  as  the  thunder  that  sweeps  through  our  skies  — 
Proclaiming  aloud  that  the  fetters  you'll  tear. 
For  courage  grows  dauntless  through  grief  and  despair. 
— Let  us  rise  —  let  us  rise,  we're  a  hundred,  a  thousand,- 
We've  swell'd  to  a  million,  and  whet  w^e  the  brandy 
That  lightning  of  death  for  our  tyrants  shall  be !  ' 

Proclaim  to  the  wretch,  that  we  men  are  not  born 
To  be  thus  the  plaything  for  tyranny's  scorn  — 
Our  spirit's  a  flame  that  aspires  to  the  sky, 
Nor  smoke  can  suffuse  it,  nor  clay-fetters  tie  — 
Let  us  cry  forth  aloud  that  this  land  is  our  land. 
That  our's  are  its  plains  and  the  rocks  of  its  strand, 
That  our's  are  its  forests,  its  mountains,  its  sea ! 


—  31  — 

And  oh !  if  our  freedom  we  wrest  back  at  last. 

Let  the  future  be  ruled  by  the  trials  we've  past  — 

On  the  soil,  where  the  patriot  his  heart-blood  hath  shed, 

'Tis  freedom  a  floweret,  soon  blooming,  soon  spread. 

Thou  Heaven  protect  it,  smile  on  it  ye  stars. 

Nor  Elements  dare,  in  the  wrath  of  your  wars. 

Oppress  with  your  fierce  tread  that  floweret  divine. 

But  oh !  when  shall  Man  hail  that  era  so  bright. 

When  nations  will  all  as  twin-sisters  unite? 

And  no  haughty  race  shall  be  seen  to  erect 

Her  throne  o'er  the  ruins  of  the  many  she  wreck'd  — 

Nor  fiercely  for  Glory,  'midst  yells  of  despair, 

That  mangle  the  heart  as  they  rend  through  the  air. 

Shall  grapple  for  laurels,  though  bloodstain'd,  to  twine? 


1847. 
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FROM    THE    OPERA,    "ERNANI. 


Come  with  me,  oil!  nought  but  roses, 
Shall  bestrew  thy  path  below  — 

Come  with  me^  what  life  encloses 

Of  dire  grief,  thou  ne'er  shalt  know  f 

Dry  the  tears,  oht  sweetest  maiden. 
From  thy  cheek  so  pallid  now  — 

With  what  joy  thy  future's  laden, 

Think  and  cheer  thy  sadden'd  brow. 

1848. 
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1848 


(a   fragment; 


All  our  earth  is  in  commotion. 
And  this  year's  eventful  page. 

Will  be  read  of  with  emotion 

To  the  world'  s  most  distant  age. 

See  the  burst  of  freedom'  s  stream 
0'  er  each  land  terrific  flow,  — 

Snatching  despots  from  their  dream 
Of  their  God-earned  power  below. 

Hear  the  patriot'  s  voice  that  urges 
Each  enslaved  race  to  rebell  — 

And  the  sad  funeral  dirges. 

Following  fast  the  tempest' s  swell ! 

All  our  earth  is  in  commotion, 
"War  is  lit  on  every  side,  — 

Human  shambles  form  an  Ocean 
With  their  gush  of  vital  tide. 
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'Tis  the  crowning  fight  between 

Modern  rights  and  ancient  wrongs — 

Which  shall  rule  the  closing  scene, 

Freedom's  wreath  or  bondage  thongs? 

Dost  thou  ask?  —  The  book  of  Fate 
Holds  a  page  we  now  unseal: 

"" Progress''  —  read  "" shall  force  the  gate, 
And  Redemption's  sway  reveal!  " 


1848. 
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A    YOUNG    MAN    ON    ENTERING    LIFE. 


Far  —  far  from  me  the  heavy  hoars  of  peace. 
The  days  all  lifeless  of  untroubled  rest; 

Such  dull  monot'ny  bids  each  feeling  cease, 

And  robs  the  mortal  of  life's  quick'ning  zest. 

Give  me  the  stormy  world,  its  varied  scene. 

Its  yearning  rapture,  and  its  smile  and  sigh  - 

There,  like  a  mote  amidst  a  myriad  seen. 

Dazzling  and  dim  by  turns,  I'll  cope  and  die ! 

1848. 


—  36  — 


TRANSLATION   OF   AN  ITALIAN   SONG, 

"DOLORE  E  SPERANZA/'  SORROW  AND  HOPE. 

composed  by  Leopoldo  Cempini, 
son  of  the  Tuscan  ex  prime-Minister. 


With  sombre  robe  and  pallid  brow,  behold 

Yon  stately  matron  weep. 
While,  seated  on  a  bank  of  heavenly  mould. 

In  her  proud  bosom  sweep 
The  searing  mem'ries  of  each  glorious  year : 
How  sad  her  words  —  how  sad  her  wailing  —  hear  ! 

"Ye  nations  gaze  not  on  me, 

My  laurels  all  are  nipp'd, 
My  words,  my  thoughts  are  stifled. 

Their  own  free  wing  is  clipp'd  — 
I  pine  enslaved  and  abject. 

Of  every  virtue  stripp'd." 

"Oh !  to  what  good  my  vaunting 
An  all  trascendent  name  — 

The  conquering  Eagle  soaring 
On  wings  of  deathless  fame,  — 

AVhen  'midst  the  throng  of  nations. 
No  seat  I  now  can  claim  \  " 
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But  oh  I  the  dawn  of  a  propitious  day 

Spreads  fast  athwart  the  sivy; 
The  flash  of  arms  —  the  battle's  proud  array. 

Now  meet  her  wistful  eye. 
Her  griefs  forgot  —  her  daring  glance  is  clear  — 
How  glad  her  words,  how  glad  her  song  is  —hear  I 

''Pluck  the  thorns  that  chafe  my  brain. 

Let  them  fester  there  no  more, 
But  around  my  hair  again 

Twine  the  wreath  that  once  I  bore." 

"  I'm  Italia !  —  fast  awaking 

From  my  sepulchre  of  shame,  — 
Soon  my  thongs  in  phrenzy  breaking, 
I  will  tower  again  the  same ! " 

"To  the  furthest  Apennine 
"Waft  an  echo  to  my  strain, 
Roman  worth  again  is  mine. 
Mine  the  Roman  soul  again  ! " 


To  my  vales'  luxuriant  glow, 

To  my  hills  that  vineyards  strew. 

To  my  waves'  all  placid  flow. 
To  my  glorious  skies  of  blue," 

'Lured,  the  fierce  barbarian  strode-- 
Saw  me,  —  coveted,  —  possess'd  — 

On  my  struggling  hand  the  load 
Of  thraldom's  shackles  press'd." 
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"But  within  Italia's  Eden 
Gleams  the  Roman  steel  again  : 
Soon  each  vengeful  blade  unsheathing. 
We'll  blot  out  the  tainting  stain." 


"Ye^  I  the  world  I  once  did  sway  — 

But  I  fell  —  was  chain'd  —  and  oh  f 
Long  I've  wept  —  yet  Hope's  bright  ray 
Bids  me  now  forget  all  woe  !  " 

"All  in  arms  my  children  now, 

Deck'd  in  battle's  fierce  array, 
Bless  the  banner  of  their  vow 

That  shall  guide  them  to  the  fray  ! " 

"Slavery's  doom'd  —  the  gallant  barrier 
Of  her  rival  —  Freedom  —  see  t 
Ev'ry  citizen's  a  warrior — 
Hero  shall  that  warrior  be  I  " 

1848. 
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EPITAPH    ON    OUR    LITTLE    CAT. 


Beneath  this  stone  in  death's  still  sleep. 
Our  gentle  friend,  our  Mimmi  lies  — 

We  lov'd  her,  and  now  fondly  weep^ 
And  waft  her  many  bitter  sighs. 

Oh  f  bless  her  nimble  form,  that  greeted 

Our  sight  as  morn  its  first  dawn  spread. 

When,  purring  cheerfully,  she  seated 
Herself  between  us  on  the  bed. ! 

And,  pressing  gently 'gainst  our  cheek 
Her  velvet  paw,  seemed  to  convey 

In  signs,  the  words  she  could  not  speak, 
Of  joy  again  to  hail  the  day. 

To  hail  the  day  and  see  us  there. 
Reclining  calm  upon  the  pillow, 

Without  a  sign  betokening  care. 

But  peaceful  as  the  sleeping  billow. 

Yes  !  she  was  witness  to  our  bliss. 
And  linked  her  image  must  remain 

With  our  young  love  and  sweetest  kiss. 
With  our  first  year  of  Marriage-chain. 
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Darling  Mimmi,  if  God  awake 

Thy  form  in  some  lone  star  anew, 

We  hope  from  soft  affection  sake, — 
If  there  he  wing  our  manes  too,  — 

Again  to  meet  thy  playful  look, 

Again  to  pet  thee  as  our  friend. 

Again,  within  a  peaceful  nook, 

Thy  cheerfulness  with  our's  to  blend. 

1848. 
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THE    PORTRAIT    OF    EMMA. 


Translated  from  the  Italian. 


Sweet  as  the  floweret's  bloom  — 
Brighter  than  stars  above  — 

A  very  gem,  thou  Emma, 
An  angel  thou  of  love. 

Soft  as  the  zephyr's  breath, 
Thy  nimble  footsteps  wend. 

And  matchless  charm  and  grace 
Thy  witching  gait  attend  — 

The  blushing  hues  of  dawn 
Thy  damask  cheek  bedeck. 

And  vies  with  lilies'  candour 
The  whiteness  of  thy  neck. 

Thine  eye oh  !  who  can  ever 

Portray  that  glance  divine  ?  — 

Beneath  it  numb  with  ecstacy, 
I  here  my  task  resign. 

1848. 
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THE  DIAMOND,  AND  THE  CRYSTAL, 


from  the  German  of  Meister. 


Lost  by  some  dodg'd  thief  in  his  hasty  flighty 

Un  Adamant  of  yet  unpolish'd  ray. 
Together  with  a  Crystal  pure  and  bright, 
Pillow'd  upon  a  sandy  hillock  lay, 
Awaiting  eagerly  what  lot 
Fate  would  each  of  them  allot. 

The  Diamond,  conscious  of  its  worth. 
With  careless  ease  these  words  brought  forth: 
"I'm  but  too  sure  that  it  will  not 
'■'Be  long  ere  I  shall  leave  this  spot  — 
"I  hold  much  worth  within,  and  he, 
"Whose  eye  shall  fall  the  first  on  me, 
"Will  gladly  snatch  me  from  the  earth." 

—  "Yes,"  quoth  the  Crystal,  "I  must  own 
"Thou  hold'st  much  worth  within  thee,  still 

"I  think  it  will  remain  unknown; 
"Few  eyes  to  scan  it  have  the  skill 

"Whilst  wrapt  within  so  coarse  a  stone." 
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Soon  after  this  short  parley,  was 
The  Crystal  seen  by  passers  by, 
Who  clutched  it  eagerly  —  their  eye 

Mark'd  not  the  Adamant,  alas  ! 
Which  dust  soon  hid  for  evermore.  — 

Thus  pedants  rest  obscure,  whilst  worldlings  soar, 
For  polish'd  craft  outweighs  all  learned  lore. 

1848. 


44  ~ 


TRANSLATION  FROM  THE  FRENCH. 


Tout  n'est  dans  ce  bas  monde 
Qu'un  jeu.  —  " 


In  this  our  world  all  is 

A  farce  — 
The  truly  wise  know  this. 

Yet  scarce 
Enjoy  —  the  reckless  wight, 

Howe'er, 
The  sport  doth  relish  quite, 

And  ne'er 
His  lot  arraigns  —  he  feels 

Too  well, 
How  swift  can  Fortune's  wheels 

Hope  quell; 
How  love  and  bliss,  like  wind. 

Soon  pass. 
Leaving  no  trace  behind, 

Alas! 


Toil,  hardship  —  oh  f  vain  task  ! 

Can  they 
E'er  add  to  life,  I  ask. 

One  day?  — 
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The  ricli  ye  look  up  to. 

Can  he 
Death  master  more  than  you 

Or  me?  — 
Since  we  must  all  to  earth 

Return, 
Let's  wait  in  joy  and  mirth 

Our  turn  — 
Down  Pleasure's  coz'ning  stream 

Let's  run  — 
And  let's,  as  life's  a  dream, 

Dream  on  !  — 

1849. 
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TO    LADY    L.  . 


("Who  has  journeyed  up  the  Nile.) 


'Twas  in  the  midst  of  spring,  one  beauteous  eve. 

That'  mong  the  blocks  which  mark  where. Memphis  rose, 

The  following  whispers  echo'd,  which,  believe. 
Myself  I  heard,  as,  seeking  some  repose, 

I  lay  stretched  on  the  bank,  and  could  perceive 
A  nimble  skiff,  with  sails  full  set,  oppose 

The  Nile's  majestic  course,  and  e'en  could  mark 

A  Nymph,  as  fair  as  Helen,  in  the  bark. 


The  Nile  it  was,  whose  accents  first  I  heard 
Thus  o'er  the  mould'ring  walls  reverberate: 

In  old  Egyptian  was  his  ev'ry  word. 

Which  in  plain  English  I  now  here  translate: 

Listen  young  Zephyr,  thou  who  like  a  bird, 
"Dost  gambol  in  the  air  —  come  now  relate 

'To  me,  old  sinner,  who  must  sweep  the  ground, 

'The  matchless  charms  that  in  yon  Nymph  abound. 
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"Yon  Nympli,  yon  blue-eyed  daughter  of  the  shore 
"Where  rain  assuages  oft  the  river's  toil; 

"But  once  her  lovely  brow,  once  and  no  more, 
"She  mirror'd  o'er  my  waters,  that  did  boil 

"And  wellnigh  turn'd  to  steam,  finding  they  bore, 
"Pent  in  yon  craft,  so  beautiful  a  spoil. 

"Come  Zephyr  now,  my  wish  do  not  gainsay, 

"Speak  of  that  bright  Sultana  quickly,  pray." — 


"My  best  respects  to  thee  grave  M.  Nile," 

Answered  the  Zephyr  with  coquettish  tone, 
"I  see  that  though  so  haughty,  yet,  the  while, 

"Waiving  all  pride,  thou  stoop'st  to  show  thee  prone 
"To  bask  beneath  the  sun  of  beauty's  smile: 

"Nay  wishful  e'en  to  cheer  thy  bed  of  stone, 
"With  the  mere  picture  that  my  weak  breath  may 
"Of  some  fair  daughter  of  white  man  convey." 


'Well  then  as  neighbour  —  and  as  chum  and  friend, 
"I'll  condescend  to  grant  thee  thy  request.  — 

'I'll  speak  of  Jier  —  I  will !  —  but  to  this  end, 
"In  order  that  thou  may'st  the  more  be  bless'd, 

'Through  yon  ^olian  harp  my  voice  I'll  send 
"In  melting  numbers  o'er  thy  eager  breast." 

All  then  grew  still  —  but  presently  again 

The  following  song  burst  forth  in  sweetest  strain. 
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'I  am  the  Zepli^'r  of  the  Nile, 

And  now  with  softest  breath  caress 

The  lovely  Nymph,  who  left  her  Isle 
And  came  these  latitudes  to  bless." 


"O'er  her  ambrosian  lips  I  skim, 

And  steal  the  aroma  of  her  hair. 
And,  where  her  orbs  of  sapphire  swim, 
I  kiss  the  frino-e  that  circles  there." 


I  lift  the  veil  that  screens  her  breast. 
And  dive  its  billows'  snows  among, 

And  e'en  her  ancles  I  molest 

AVith  sighs  that  I  all  day  prolong." 


'And  when  the  night  spreads  o'er  the  wave, 

I  creep  within  her  secret  cell; 
And  ready  feel  therein  to  rave 

With  raptures  that  my  thin  breath  swell. 


She  is  the  queen  of  beauty's  bower, 

No  charms  can  match  her  peerless  frame. 

Were  I  a  youth,  her  fatal  power 

Would  change  my  blood  indeed  to  flame." 


49 


As  thus  I  listen'd  to  the  Zephyr's  song, 

I  held  my  longing  look  fixed  on  the  bark, 

And  just  as  these  last  words  sounded  among 
The  broken  pillars  round  me,  I  did  mark 

Her  sails  fast  furling,  and  a  boat  along 

Her  stern  appear  —  and,  flashing  like  a  spark. 

The  female  form  within  it  quick  descend, 

And,  oar  in  hand,  her  course  towards  me  bend. 


The  boat  soon  nearing  came,  soon  reached  the  strand,  — 
The  sylph  alighted;  moored  it  to  the  shore; 

And,  not  afar  from  where  I  took  my  stand, 
Undress'd,  and  soon  in  naked  beauty  bore 

Her  limbs  to  stem  the  wave  free  from  the  land. 

My  brain  now  reel'd  —  and  reel'd  indeed  the  more. 

When  with  the  natural  scene  I  witness'd  then, 

The  superhuman  notes  did  blend  again : 


"Friend  Zephyr,  I  thank  thee, 
"But  thou  art  aware, 

"For  further  partic'lars 

"No  longer  I  care! " 

1849. 


—  SO- 
TO  MY  BROTHER    HORATIO^ 

AND   HIS   YOUNG   ERIDE, 

EMILIA  DELLA  GHERARDESCA. 


May  Health  and  Prosperity,  and  unfading  Love, 
Endear  every  moment  of  your  career  below. 
Till  your  souls,  so  congenial,  recall' d  from  above, 
Fly  together  where  Uiss  and  true  dliss  they  shall  know. 


Yet  ere  Time  shall  the  veil  of  life's  twilight  unfold. 
Ere  yet  Bloom  and  Beauty  have  ceas'd  thee  to  claim, 
May'st  thou,  fond  Emilia,  like  the  Matron  of  old. 
In  thy  consort's  embrace,  even  happier  exclaim: 
"Our  children,  our  pride,  our  true  riches  behold." — 


And  may'st  thou,  dear  Horatio,  add  to  History  a  name; - 
A  name  which  may  vie  with  the  brightest  in  fame; 
A  name  which  Posterity  may  never  forget, 
And  show  to  mankind  what  our  Florence  is  yet.  — 

1840. 
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LINES  ADDRESSED  TO  MOULTRIE  K. 

(In  answer  to  a  paragraph  contained  in  a  letter  in  wMcli  he  expressed  his 
surprise  at  my  not  having  joined  the  Italian  army  in  Lombardy.) 


NB.  I  must  here  explain  that  after  a  duel,  which  only  came  off  13 
months  after  the  challenge,  I  went  to  England  to  be  linked  in  marriage 
with  a  young  lady  to  whom  I  was  previously  betrothed,  and  that  when 
this  marriage  did  take  place  the  cause  of  Italian  liberty  was  ruined. 


1. 


Yes !  Moultrie,  thou  hast  spoken  right, 
'Twas  strange  indeed  that  I  could  yield 

To  woman's  love,  to  woman's  might. 
And  thus  abstain  to  tread  the  field. 

Where  proudly  rang'd,  each  patriot's  breast, 

Undaunted  met  our  foeman's  thrust. 


'Twas  strange  that  in  the  morn  of  life. 
When  fiery  throbbings  stir  the  soul, 

I  did  not  join  in  freedom's  strife. 

But  coldly  could  my  blood  control, 

Whose  promptings  loud  arraign'd  my  brain 

For  taintinor  it  with  death-less  stain. 
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3. 


'Twas  strange  f  at  least  it  so  must  seem^ 
And  that  I've  not  my  duty  done. 

The  world  and  e'en  my  friends  must  deem: 
I  know  and  feel  this  —  yet  not  one 

Remorse  upon  my  heart  hath  weigh'd_, 

Or  added  to  my  brow  one  shade. 


4. 


I  once  have  fought  in  honor's  cause, 

And  prov'd  that  death  I  well  could  face, 

Nor  sought  I  then  the  world's  applause, 
Or  admiration's  warm  embrace. 

But  fought,  as  e'er  I  would  again. 

My  country's  honor  to  sustain. 


5. 


A  single  combat;  man  to  man; 

My  foe  from  Gaul  a  froward  churl  — 
We  cross'd  the  steel  near  lake  Leman, 

Where  hoary  to  the  sky  unfurl 
The  Alps  in  majesty  sublime. 
Their  bulwarks  to  my  sunny  clime. 


A  year  had  pass'd,  and  more,  between 
Our  challenge  and  that  fated  daj^ 

As  laws  and  friends  did  intervene 
That  fight  to  avert  or  to  delay. 

And  through  that  year  of  bitterness. 

Nought  sear'd  me  more  than  Her  distress. 
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7. 


But  yet  not  e'en  unto  "ITer"  love, 
Unto  "^er"  tears  could  I  resign 

The  task  I  felt  that  it  behove 

Me  to  fulfil  whilst  life  was  mine: 

For  in  that  fight  alone  I  stood 

The  champion  of  my  native  blood. 


8. 


That  combat  done  — that  ordeal  o'er, 

Joy  dawn'd  on  "JTer"  wan  cheek  again: 

And  I  forsook  my  native  shore. 

And  journey 'd  far,  and  sought  her  then. 

And  vow'd,  while  clasp'd  in  fond  embrace. 

No  more  t'o'ergloom  her  gladdened  face. 


9. 


'Twas  then  the  tempest  fierce  and  loud. 
Burst  over  Europe's  broad  expanse. 

And  war  spread  forth  her  crimson  shroud 
Before  Italia's  eager  glance  — 

My  breth'ren  fought  —  my  breth'ren  bled- 

I  heard  their  distant  crj-,  but  stay'd ! 


10. 


My  heart  beat  high—  I  would  have  flown 
To  mingle  where  our  banners  wav'd  — 

I  knew,  my  absence  once  made  known. 
My  name  was  branded  —  yet  I  brav'd 

The  world  —  and  curbed  and  thrust  aside 

These  longings  of  a  generous  pride. 
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11. 


My  country  had  enough  of  men. 

Her  sons  by  thousands  fiU'd  the  plain; 
They  stood  her  honor's  champions  then. 

She  needed  not  my  arm  or  brain. 
Unskilled  in  war's  dark  art  could  I 
Propitiate  then  her  liberty? 


12. 


Then  why  from  pride,  or  for  the  joy 

Of  meeting  death  in  that  bright  cause. 
Should  I  forsake  ''Her''  and  destroy 

''Her''  new-born  peace?  —  Here  Moultrie  pause 
Say  was  it  strange  or  mean  withal 
Thus  to  submit  to  justice'  call?  — 


13. 


And  now  adieu !  my  theme  is  done, 

I  heed  not  what  the  world  may  say. 

Its  sneer  I  scorn,  its  praise  I  shun : 
But  be  to  thee,  my  friend,  this  lay 

A  guide  to  read,  a  guide  to  scan 

The  workings  of  n^y  inner  man. 

1849. 


--  55  — 


MY    wife's    song. 


Say  not  — say  not  the  land  must  be 

The  dearest  to  my  hearty 
Where  first  the  germ  of  life  to  me 

The  Maker  did  impart. 

Can  I  prefer  cold  Albion's  shore 
Where  first  my  life  begun? 

Can  I  my  destiny  deplore 

While  'neath  Italia's  sun? 

Ah  f  no,  the  land,  the  fairy  land 
Of  fame,  of  art,  of  thought. 

Where  man  has  vied  with  Nature's  hand. 
And  both  have  wonders  wrouorht. 


'■0-' 


Ah  1  no,  the  clime,  the  fairy  clime 

Of  glorious  Italy 
I  love !  and  ne'er  I  hope  a  time 

From  thence  will  sever  me. 

In  other  lands,  by  other  seas, 
I  could  not  brook  the  light  — 

My  heart  would  lack  its  glow,  and  freeze. 
My  eyes  would  close  in  night  1 

1849. 
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CONVERSATION  BETWEEN  M-"  C, 


a  Welsh  farmer  of  some  fortune,  but  of  democratic  principles, 


suspected  of  aristocratic  tendencies  for  having  had  a  piece  of  gold-lace  tied 
round  her  servant-boy's,  or  rather  coachman's,  hat. 


"Hallo  !  What's  that  —  what's  that,  my  dear. 
Stuck  round  that  fellow's  tile? 

A  piece  of  gold  lace,  eh?  —  look  here, 
Dont  dress  him  in  this  cursed  style. 

Or  I  will  pitch  him  hat  and  all 

Over  the  Kimla  like  a  ball  t  " 

"Madam,  no  sneer,  the  time  is  past 

When  nonsense  of  this  foolish  sort 
Was  all  the  go  with  you  —  but  cast 

To  the to  the  devil  in  short 

Such  recollections.  Madam,  now. 

Or  else,  I  tell  you,  there  '11  be  a  row!" — 
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"Now  Tom  —  now  Tom  —  what's  all  this  noise? 

You  bluster  like  a  madman,  you  f 
With  flashing  eye  and  bellowing  voice 

You  shake  the  house  with  your  to-do  — 
Calm  yourself,  Tom,  and  talk  some  sense. 
And  then  I'll  grant  you  a  conference." — 

— "Ohf  curse  your  conference  —  I  say 
Down  with  that  lace,  Madam,  I  wont 

Have,  I  repeat,  such  mad  display 

For  folks  around  to  sneer  and  taunt. 

I  am  a  farmer  and  my  boast 

Lies  in  my  fields  and  horned  host.'' 

"People  shall  know  that  in  my  cot 

Each  rural  virtue  dwells,  not  pomp. 
That  forerunner  of  vice  and  rot. 

Then  as  a  rustic  I'm  a  trump,  ^ 

But  dressed  in  gold  I  would  be  serv'd 
With  scorn  and  laughter  well  deserv'd." — 

— "Now,  Tom,  you  mind  your  own  afiairs, 
Dont  trespass  on  my  matron  task; 

There's  full  many  an  eye  that  stares 
At  her,  our  child,  and  fain  would  ask 

For  that  reciprocating  glance. 

Which  I  dont  wish  her  yet  to  chance." 

"By  keeping  up  a  little  show. 

Believe  me,  many  another  eye 
Would  soon,  I'm  sure,  be  seen  to  glow. 

And  longing  gaze  as  we  pass  by; 
And  she  a  suitor,  suiting,  perhaps. 
Would  own  ere  many  a  week  elapse." 
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'Therefore  concern  yourself  withal 
In  duties  falling  to  your  share: 

Dress  as  you  like,  but  leave  me  all 
Pertaining  to  a  mother's  care: 

Stay  you  at  home,  but  I  will  go 

Abroad,  and  make  a  little  show  I " 


1849. 
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ON    BRIDGEND. 


Written  in  a  letter  to  M"  H. 


Bridgend  1  thou  den  of  selfishness  and  spite^ 
Where  every  virtue  shrinks  oppress'd  with  blight, 
Why  was  I  made  to  breathe  thy  withering  fume 
And  blend  my  sunniness  with  thy  fell  gloom  ? 
Oh  !  thou  my  native  land,  where  hearts  disown 
The  narrow  promptings  of  these  breasts  of  stone. 
When,  when  again  shall  I  behold  thy  shore 
And  feel  the  raptare  of  my  days  of  yore? 
That  rapture,  enthusiasm,  and  gladness,  known 
On  thy  rich  plains  and  fairy  heights  alone  ! 
Which  hallowed  feelings  my  own  darling  mate 
With  her  sweet  love  will  tend  to  triplicate. 
With  her  sweet  love,  which  even  here  can  bar 
The  wretched  venom  that  my  life  would  mar. 
Oh !  when  indeed  shall  I  regain  thy  strand, 
Italia  mine  !  —  and  dance  upon  thy  sand, 
And  kneel  and  kiss  thy  turf,  and  vow  no  more 
To  wean  me  from  thy  clasp  for  this  sad  shore  ?  — 
Perchance  ah !  never  1  here,  may  be,  my  breath 
Is  doomed  to  falter  'neath  the  grasp  of  death. 
And  my  glance  freeze,  and  fix  in  glassy  stare, 
Ere  each  lov'd  scene  again  be  mirror'd  there  1 


—  60  — 

If  such  my  fate  —  ah  !  never  let  my  clay 
Beneath  the  glebe  of  this  foul  land  decay. 
But  yield  it  to  yon  Ocean's  stormy  wave  — 
'Twill  sooth  my  soul  to  own  that  watery  grave; 
For  in  the  race  of  ages  yet  to  come. 
Some  pilgrim-billow  may  convey  me  home  1 

1849. 
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THE    retrograde's    SONG. 


The  days  have  come  —  the  days  have  come  f 
The  Hydra  's  crush'd  —  for  ever  dumb  — 

And  ne'er  again  to  rise.— 
Cheer  up  —  cheei*  up,  brave  Tories  all ! 
There  now's  an  end  to  Freedom's  brawl  — 

Let  gladness  fill  your  eyes  1 

The  French  have  crouch'd  beneath  a  prince. 
And  he  has  made  them  cease  to  wince. 

And  rue  indeed  the  day 
In  which  their  God-anointed  king 
Was  forc'd  by  them  his  crown  to  fling, 

And  humbly  run  away  !  — 

The  Germans  though  of  better  mould  — 
That  is,  more  servile  and  less  bold,  — 

Seem'd  hard  to  curb  again: 
Yet  they  too  now  have  newly  bow'd 
Their  heads  and,  hush'd  their  wranglings  loud, 

Accept  their  former  chain. 
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The  Magyars  they  —  these  rebels  vile. 
Proof  both  to  cannon  and  to  wile, 

Still  raise  base  freedom's  flag  — 
Yet  lo  1  the  Czar  has  Austria  lent 
His  legions,  and  already  rent. 

No  doubt,  that  piteous  rag. 

Then  Austria's  dealt  another  blow. 
And  stretch'd  the  Italian  champions  low 

Who  join'd  in  freedom's  broil  — 
Italians,  rascals,  why  forget 
That  on  the  Emperor's  brow  was  set 

Jehovah's  holy  oil !  — 

'Tis  true  that  treason  dug  your  grave, 
But  such  a  right  divine  to  save, 

As  gen'rous  Austria  claim'd, 
At  once  directs  the  pious  mind. 
In  treason's  self  the  aid  to  find 

That  Heaven's  justice  fram'd. 

And  'tis  a  right  divine,  I  say, 

For  though  the  far-fam'd  Castlereagh 

(As  rumours  were  afloat) 
For  drawing  up  such  rights  divine 
All  conscience-stricken  did  repine. 

And  even  cut  his  throat  — 

Yet  who  can  doubt  but  that  'tis  all 
A  made-up  story  to  appal 

""Ce  l>on''  Lord  Aberdeen; 
In  order  that,  in  Heaven's  name, 
He  now  be  loath  to  do  the  same 

As  in  the  year  fifteen? 
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Quick  let  a  new  Congress  be  held, 
Througli  which  the  Hydra  we  have  fell'd. 

Be  chain'd  for  ever-more  ■ — 
And  thou,  Lord  Aberdeen,  fear  not. 
The  tighter  thou  shalt  tie  the  knot. 

The  higher  thy  name  will  soar. 

And  not  the  base  and  abject  crew, 
Call'd  "" people,"  will  thy  path  bestrew 

With  leaves  of  oak  and  bay  — 
But  Dukes  and  Emperors  and  Kings 
Will  fill  thy  button-holes  with  strings 

And  crosses  bright  as  day. 

Freedom,  indeed,  that  's  all  a  joke  — 
Men  are  but  cattle  and  the  yoke 

Must  bear  by  God's  decree  — 
To  kings,  their  masters,  they  must  bow 
Implicitly  their  heads,  and  vow 

Their  humble  slaves  to  be. 

Such  is  the  will  of  God,  such  is 
The  only  social  state  that  bliss 

Entails  to  Adam's  race.  — 
How  happy  is  the  guileless  Hun  1 
His  is  the  infant  joy,  the  fun 

That  yields  the  ''KnouV  and  lace  I 

How  happy  Austria  was  before 
That  loud  and  infamous  uproar 

Subversive  of  all  rule  !  — 
Her  children  lived  to  chaunt  a  psalm 
In  praise  of  their  own  Czar,  and  calm 

Their  life  was  as  a  pool. 


—  64  —  -      \ 

How  happy  poor  Italia  was  !  'j 

Ere  all  that  there  has  come  to  pass ;  ' 

How  sober  did  she  sleep  !  —  ] 

So  mild^  so  good;  her  princes  sway'd  ; 

As  though  they  kiss'd  a  simple  maid,  • 

Or  shear'd  the  passive  sheep  1  i 

Down,  down  with  Freedom,  down  to  hell,  \ 

There  let  it  raise  its  impious  knell  i 

To  privilege  and  thrones  —  ] 

Hurrah  I  for  apathetic  peace,  | 

And  all  that  tends  but  to  encrease  '  i 

The  happiness  of  drones  !  l 

Hurrah !  for  might,  and  let  him  rue 
Who  dares  of  nations  right  to  sue 

Opinion's  vaunted  aid  — 
Grasp  and  divide,  and  subdivide. 
And  let  diplomacy  decide 

Of  spoils  so  long  delay'd  — 

In  Italy,  that  classic  land. 

Let  England  also  have  a  stand  — 

(Mind  that  dear  Aberdeen) 
For,  after  all,  it  is  unfair 
That  Austria  and  the  Bourbon  share 

That  land  themselves  between. 

Quick  let  a  new  congress  be  held. 
Through  which  the  Hj^dra  we  have  fell'd 

Be  chain'd  for  ever-more  — 
And  thou,  Lord  Aberdeen,  fear  not. 
The  tighter  thou  shalt  tie  the  knot. 

The  higher  thy  name  will  soar. 
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And  not  the  base  and  abject  crew 
Call'd  "" people,''  will  thy  path  bestrew 

With  leaves  of  oak  and  bay  — 
But  Dukes  and  Emperors  and  Kings 
Will  fill  thy  botton-holes  with  strings 

And  crosses  bright  as  day  !  — 

And  Palmerston's  with  Canning's  name 
We  '\\  brand  with  equal  marks  of  shame 

For  \\hev2ility.  — 
And  also  for  the  daring  thought 
Of  aiding  foreign  plottings  fraught 

With  nationality. 

Down,  down  with  Freedom,  down  to  hell. 
There  let  it  raise  its  impious  knell 

To  privilege  and  tlirones. 
Hurrah  1  for  apathetic  peace 
And  all  that  tends  but  to  encrease 

The  happiness  of  drones  ! 

1849. 
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A    SUPPER    AT    THE    YATICAN. 

Prom  the  French  of  Beranger. 


Last  night  my  breth'ren  you  must  know, 
The  Pope  at  supper  made  good  cheer. 

And  freely  quaff'd  the  goblet  so. 

That  soon  his  thoughts  grew  very  queer. 

His  eyes  shot  forth  with  fever'd  glare, 

And  shock'd  each  card'nal  at  the  sight, 

Cried:  "Quick,  some  holy  water  bear  I  — 
The  Pope  is  tipsy  quite ! " 


Crushing  his  glass  all  full  of  glee, 

"Sirrahs,"  he  said,  "your  role  must  end 
"My  bull  m  coena  domini 

"This  ev'  ning  to  the  deuce  I  send  — 
"Our  all-vandalic  mode  to  rule 

"Can  now,  I  feel,  but  scorn  excite, 
"I'll  frame  new  laws  in  freedom's  school." 
The  Pope  is  tipsy  quite! 
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"I  like  old  Ganganelli's  pluck, 

"And  zounds!  I'll  the  same  as  he  — 
"The  blow  he  'gainst  Loyola  struck, 

"Shall  now  be  follow'd  up  by  me! 
"Monks  and  the  like  shall  all  disband, 

"To  justice  I'll  restore  each  right, 
"And  yield  a  Charter  to  the  Land  !" 
The  Pope  is  tipsy  quite! 


"Nay  I'll  forsake  my  Papal  Chair, 

"S'  Peter's  sick'ning  keys  will  quit, 

"And  journey  off  to  England,  \vhere, 
"In  Reason's  Fane  I'll  strive  to  sit. 

"And  better  still  abuse  to  quench, 

"Which  starts  up  ev'ry  where  in  sight, 

"I'll  sit  in  opposition's  Ijencli:'' 

The  Pope  is  tipsy  quite  I 


"Our  Purgatory's  all  a  hoax  — 

"My  children  be  no  longer  caught  — 

"Believe  my  Papal  word,  good  folks, 

"Our  suppers  with  your  alms  are  bought. 

"Why  thus  regale  us  I  —  If  you  knew 

"How  prone,  I'm  oft,  to  laugh  out-right 

"When  down  ye  kneel  to  kiss  my  shoe! — " 
The  Pope  is  tipsy  quite  I 
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"111  write  to  Vienna  and  ordain 

"That  there  the  church-tithes  be  suppress' d, 
"And  will  advise  the  king  of  Spain 

"His  lands  from  lazy  monks  to  wrest. 
"Whilst  here  I'll  order  that  each  priest, 

"No  more  to  trick  the  simple  wight^ 
"Is  from  confessing  to  desist." 

The  Pope  is  tipsy  quite! 


This  said  the  Pope  to  seat  him  tried, 
But  tripp'd,  so  giddy  was  his  head^  - 

He  even  fell  upon  his  side. 

When  he  was  rais'd  and  put  to  bed. 

—  To  day,  'midst  hundreds  who  did  call. 
He  but  admitted  to  his  sight 

Roothan,  the  Jesuit's  General !  ■ — 

The  Pope  is  SOBER  quite  ! 

1849. 
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TRANSLATION  OF  BERANGER  S  SONG  "LE  BON  DIEU. 


Our  Gracious  Lord  up  in  the  sky, 
On  waking,  from  liis  lattice  high' 
Once  gaz'd  to  see  what  we  were  doing; 
"What !  has  their  planet  gone  to  ruinff" 
He  said;  but  soon  mark'd  it  display 
Its  pigmy  orbit  far  away,  — 
"If  I  can  guess  your  wit  and  sense 
"  Good  folks,  the  devil  take  me  hence  I " 

"White,  black,  or  iced  or  grill'd  withal, 
"Mortals  whom  I  have  made  so  small," 
Added  our  Lord  paternally, 
"They  say  that  I  do  govern  ye — ■ 
"But,  tUank  God,  you  must  clearly  view 
"That  I  my  ministers  have  too; 
"With  some  if  I  dont  soon  dispense, 
"  Good  folks,  the  devil  take  me  hence ! " 

"What  do  yon  dwarfs  dress'd  out  so  fine, 
"Who  on  gold-studded  chairs  recline?  — 
"With  scornful  look  and  haughty  air, 
"Those  chiefs  of  your  ant-hills,  declare 
"That  I  have  bless'd  their,  so-call'd,  right, 
"And  that  through  me  they  hold  their  might  I 
"If  I  gave  room  for  such  pretence, 
"  Good  folks,  the  devil  take  me  hence ! " 
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"And  then  I  feed  some  mites  all  black, 
"With  incense  who  my  nose  attack: 
"Of  life  a  cheerless  lent  they  make, 
"And  deal  oat  curses  for  my  sake, 
"In  sermons  very  fine  to  hear, 
"But  which  are  hebrew  to  my  ear,  — 
"If  I  could  e'er  make  out  their  sense, 
''Good  folks,  the  devil  take  me  liencel  " 

"That  ye  should  e'er  to  peace  incline, 
"Gave  I  in  vain  both  love  and  wine? 
"What,  to  my  teeth,  ye  pigmies,  yet, 
"Calling  me  "God  ofhattles:'  fret, 
"And  e'en,  my  name  invoking,  dare 
"To  bring  your  noisy  guns  to  bear  — 
"If  e'er  I  led  an  army  thence, 
''Good  folks,  the  devil  take  me  hence! 

"Mortals  be  therefore  of  good  cheer; 
"Each  merry  soul  to  me  is  dear; 
"Cling  on  fo  love  and  jollity, 
"Nor  dread  my  fam'd  severity,  — 
"Sneer  at  the  proud,  unmask  disguise, - 
"But  now  adieu  f  —  I  fear  yon  spies  — 
"If  e'er  I  pardon  their  offence, 
''Good  folks,  the  devil  take  me  hence  I 
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A    DREAM. 


(Containing  a  delineation  of  various  characters.) 


Methouglit  that  Earth  had  wasted  all  away. 
Nor  left  a  track  of  mankind  and  their  clay  — 
And  that  the  throne  of  Minos,  ready  hewn, 
Tower'd  on  a  stately  rock  within  the  moon  — 

I  heard  a  sound  —  it  was  the  trumpet's  blast 
Proclaiming  loud  the  reign  of  Time  had  pass'd. 
And  that  Eternity's  broad  pale  now  claim'd 
Her  children  back,  dishonour'd  or  unblam'd. 

I  felt  as  if  I  swam  athwart  the  space. 

And  with  a  myriad  manes  ran  a  race  — 

I  heard  some  of  them  laugh  and  others  cry  — 

Saw  them  with  brow  serene  or  faces  wry  — 

And  on  on  fled,  until  I  heard  at  length 

A  voice  resounding  with  gigantic  strength: 

"Halt  all  ye  spirits  of  the  ages  —  halt ! 

"Let  first  advance  the  souls  unstain'd  by  fault." 

I  knew  not  where  I  stood  —  but  then  full  soon 
'Twas  whisper'd  round  that  we  were  in  the  moon 
And  silence  was  «»btain'd  and  we  all  stopp'd. — 
I  look'd  abroad  and  saw  with  demons  propp'd 
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The  rocky  Throne  where  Minos,  stern  and  dread, 
Prepar'd  to  meet  the  pleadings  of  the  dead. 
Those  wretched  imps  who  thus  upheld  the  Throne, 
Look'd  wistfully  to  scan  whom  they  might  own^ 
And  beckon'd  here  and  there  with  hideous  claws. 
And  grinn'd  with  lurid  eyes  and  chafing  jaws. 
I  met  the  look  of  one,  and  thought  I  held 
Some  record  of  the  face  I  thus  beheld  — 
The  wretch  saw  through  my  thought,  and,  with  a  coal. 
Did  scribble  on  a  stone  the  sequent  scroll, 
Which  to  my  feet  he  threw  with  gesture  proud: 
"A  gentleman  was  I  when  'midst  the  crowed 
"Of  Adam's  race  on  Earth,  and  long  have  been 
"A  sleek  official  round  Great  Britain's  Queen  — 
"And  now,  though  damn'd  to  hell,  I  still  uphold 
"My  footing  round  a  throne  as  you  behold. 
"My  crime  was 


When  I  had  read,  I  glanc'd  around,  and  threw 
The  same  stone  to  a  sprite  of  snake-like  hue  — 
Straight  was  the  shot  —  the  stone  fell  in  her  hand 
She  rais'd  it,  and  I  mark'd  her  eye  expand. 
And  with  a  crimson  dye  her  forehead  glow; 
She  trembled  —  set  her  teeth  —  yet  rage  and  woe 
Soon  yielded  to  a  laugh  —  but  laugh  so  dry. 
As  clearly  prov'd  her  seeming  mirth  a  lie  — 
She  dar'd  not  look  around  —  but  gaz'd  on  high. 
Dreading  lest  she  should  meet  the  writer's  eye  — 
That  eye  had  haunted  her  for  ages  gone. 
And  marr'd  the  sleep  of  her  sepulchral  stone  — 
She  dar'd  not  meet  it,  lest  it  th^  reveal'd 
A  secret  that  till  now  her  craft  conceal'd  — 
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A  bond  that  link'd  her  to  that  imp  of  hell. 
Which  once  disclos'd  would  cause  her  second  knell. 
I  still  retain'd  my  glance  on  that  poor  soul. 
Whose  nerves  were  thus  affected  by  that  scroll. 
And  marvell'd  how  far  yet  my  scanning  look 
Could  dive  within  her  heart's  most  inner  nook  — 
When  I  was  startled  by  the  thundering  strain 
Calling  again  on  those  that  bore  no  stain. 


I  turn'd  my  eyes  on  Minos  and  his  Throne  — 
Above  his  brow  a  halo  circling  shone, 
And  in  its  orb,  with  pinions  of  the  dove, 
Myriads  of  spirits  flew  all  bliss,  all  love  — 
"How  bright,  how  peaceful,  how  serene  are  they, 
"Oh !  what  a  contrast  with  our  sinful  clay, 
"Whose  marks  indelible  our  souls  betray  ! " — 
I  mutterd  to  myself:  when  lo !  a  voice 
Whisper 'd  behind  me;  "If  I  had  my  choice, 
"Indeed  I  would  retain,  even  in  heaven, 
"This  image  of  the  body  that  was  given 
"On  earth  to  me  —  Look  at  me  well  and,  pray, 
"Is  any  cherub  yonder  prettier  —  say? 
"In  truth  those  Angels,  though  of  beauty  rare, 
"If  justly  to  my  manes  you  compare, 
"You  needs  must  own  are  not  one  half  so  fair  — 
"Now  I've  no  sin,  no  tainting  stain  at  all, 
"And  ought  to  answer  this  the  second  call  — 
"But  yet  I  linger,  and  indeed  discard 
"Yon  home  celestial  as  my  just  reward  — 
"I  to  be  made  an  Angel  and  forego 
"The  peerless  beauty  that  I  had  below?  — 
"I  to  be  made  to  seem  a  child  and  be 
"Under  my  teens  through  all  Eternity !  — 
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"Not  I  indeed  I  — A  thousand  years  and  more 
"I'd  rather  walk  along  the  stygian  shore  ! 
"There,  there,  at  least  I  shall  be  sure  to  hear 
"Again  the  praises  that  once  sooth'd  my  ear^ 
"And  ancient  heroes  both  of  Rome  and  Troy 
"Will  vie  enraptur'd  to  uphold  my  joy." 


No  sooner  were  these  words  utter'd  than  high 
The  thunder  roll'd  athwart  the  blazing  sky  — 
The  soul  that  just  had  spoke  was  swept  away. 
I  caught  her  eye  just  then,  but  no  dismay 
Was  trac'd  in  its  infatuated  ray. 
Doubtless  convinc'd  that  like  the  fiery  car. 
Which  bore  Elijah  to  the  worlds  afar. 
She  deem'd  that  flame  appalling  God  had  sent 
Her  bliss  to  hasten,  not  her  chastisement  — 
Yet  all  the  myriads  round  that  heard  the  crash. 
In  horror  trembled  and  their  teeth  did  gnash  — 
For  well  they  knew  'twas  the  terrific  fire 
That  spoke  of  Heaven's  unrelenting  ire  — 
The  same  as  had  upset  in  ages  gone 
The  rival  spirit  of  the  Mighty  Throne. 

"Advance  ye  souls  of  purity,  advance  !" 
Again  repeated  loud  with  longing  glance 
^n  Angel  standing  close  at  Minos'  side  — 
Yet  not  a  soul  his  eager  glance  descried  — 
Nay  not  one  spoil  of  mortal  man  could  he 
Herald  thus  stainless  into  Eternity.  — 
He  droop'd  his  radiant  wing  and  rais'd  on  high 
In  deepest  anguish  his  celestial  eye  — 
Then  turn'd  to  Minos  and  appear'd  to  say 
His  part  was  over  and  he  would  away  — 
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For  spreading  out  again  his  wings  of  light. 

He  plied  them,  soar'd,  and  soon  was  out  of  sight. 


And  Minos  rose,  and  holding  out  his  hand, 
Wav'd  silence  to  the  myriads  on  the  strand: 
"Souls  that  have  sprung  from  Adam's  seed,  behold 
"The  fruit  of  that  first  sinful  deed  of  old  !  — 
"All  ye  are  branded  with  the  stain  of  evil," 
He  said  knitting  his  brow,  "and  he,  the  Devil, 
"Awaits  ye  in  his  cauldrons  with  a  grin, 
"There  to  white-wash  ye  from  each  hideous  sin  — 
"Away,  out  of  my  sight,  not  one  is  fit 
"Of  all  ye  spirits  in  God's  home  to  sit  1  " 

"One  word  your  Lordship,"  roar'd  from  out  the  crowd 
A  voice  that  indignation  render'd  loud  — 
"I  in  the  name  and  good  of  all  propose, 
"Ere  this  your  judgement  definitely  close, 
"That  each  and  all,  here  present,  do  select 
"Members  by  ballot,  who  at  once  direct 
"The  best  course  to  obtain  from  God  in  Heaven, 
"A  commutation  of  the  sentence  given 
"By  your  most  honourable  Lordship,  who 
"Shows  more  severity  than  methinks  is  due  ™ 
"For  (and  your  Lordship  will  no  doubt  allow) 
"Though  true  that  sin  is  trac'd  deep  on  our  brow  — 
"Yet  could  we  else  than  sin  when  God  himself 
"Has  told  us.  that  each  sublunary  elf, 
"Nay  the  most  rigliteous  fram'd  of  mortal  clay 
"Could  not  sin  less  than  seven  times  a  day?'' — 

— "Hear  —  hear"!  loud  shouted  many  a  million  sprites, 
"Hurrah  !  for  him  who  thus  for  justice  fights  — 
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"If  ^Ye  be  damn'd  at  least  through  Him  above 
"We  will  be  sentenc'd;  — //"i?^  the  God  of  Love, 
"Must  to  his  children  more  indulgent  prove, 
''Than  this  old  judge,  whose  anger-flashing  eye 
"His  mission  calm  of  justice  doth  bely." 

"Allow  me  another  word,"  the  voice  again 
Urg'd  forth  aloud  with  a  redoubled  strain, 
"If  we  have  sinn'd  it  was  through  imperfection, 
"\Yhich  maim'd  our  clay  through  heaven's  own  direction; 
"IF  we  have  sinn'd,  I  say — for  after  all, 
"I  do  not  think  in  justice  you  can  call 
"Ought  by  the  name  of  sin  which  man  on  Earth 
"Has  consummated  since  the  world  had  birth. 
"God  gave  us  passions  through  whose  wanton  play, 
"Now  bright,  now  darkling,  shone  our  live-long  day  — 
"They  all  engender'd  good  and  evil  deeds, 
"So  call'd  according  to  the  lands  and  creeds 
"Where  they  befell;  for  what  with  us  was  sin, 
"Was  held  up  as  a  virtue  at  Pekin. 
"We  lack'd  a  rule  on  Earth  by  which  to  abide, 
"In  questioning  but  nature  as  our  guide, 
"Respecting  the  true  God  that  plac'd  us  there, 
"Or  what  his  laws  and  true  commandments  were  — 
"We  lack'd  a  proof,  an  evidence  of  this, 
"A  something  tangible  of  doom  or  Miss 
"That  waited  us  beyond  our  sky  of  blue, 
"Whose  depths  taught  nothing  to  our  longing  view  — 
"Why  had  not  mankind  one  Religion,  one, 
"Refulgent  as  yon  living  star  the  sim  !  — 
"To  guide  our  steps  towards  the  final  goal, 
"Common  and  clear  to  all  from  pole  to  pole? 
"Our  souls  did  need  it  as  our  clay-frame  breath, 
"Which,  if  inhal'd  not,  would  have  hasten'd  death  — 


"Why  such,  deficiency,  mylord,  oh  why 

"Was  truth  thus  hidden  from  our  inner  eye? 

"Or  why  should  God  whom  ^Ye  hop'd  just  to  find, 

"Damn  us  for  blindness  having  made  us  blind? 

"Why  did  He  form  our  luckless  race  at  all, 

"If  but  to  stumble  over  sin  and  fall 

"In  the  abyss  of  his  eternal  fire? 

"Was  it  to  avert  perchance  his  vengeance  dire, 

"Which  rankled  in  his  breast  ethereal,  since 

"Lucifer  'neath  his  tyranny  did  Avince  — 

"As  we  are  told? —  But  no,  mylord,  the  One 

"Who  fram'd  the  Heavens  and  our  own  bright  sun, 

"The  One,  the  spark  of  universal  life, 

"Cannot  thus  butcher  with  a  ruthless  knife 

"His  myriad  children;  —  and  I  hope  indeed, 

"That  if  eternal  bliss  is  not  our  meed, 

"Our  souls  at  least  that  peace  again  may  share 

""Wliicli  tlieij  possessed  ere  tJieij  to  life  icere  lieirl 

"And  here  once  more,  I  ask,  that  all  select 

"Members  by  ballot,  who  at  once  direct 

"The  best  course  to  obtain  from  God  in  Heaven^ 

"A  commutation  of  the  sentence  given 

"By  your  most  honorable  lordship,  who 

"Shows  more  severity  than  methinks  is  due; 

"And  to  this  end  I  readily  believe, 

"You'll  not  object  to  grant  us  a  reprieve." 


I  woke  —  the  sun  was  shining  bright. 
And  fast  these  spectres  of  the  night 
Dispers'd  before  its  glorious  ray; 
Yet  fill'd  me  not  with  feelings  gay  — 


These  baseless  dreams  of  time  to  come 
When  pass'd  the  ordeal  of  the  tomb,  — 
These  airy  visions  of  the  brain 
Rous'd  into  shape  by  thoughts  insane  — 
Still  forcibly  impress  the  mind 
How  ignorant  man  is  and  blind, 
When  his  aspiring  thoughts  presume 
To  cross  the  threshold  of  the  tomb. 
And  mix  within  the  ethereal  world. 
To  which  fall  soon  he  must  be  hurl'd. 
But  which  till  then  is  hid  to  all  — 
The  wise,  the  fool,  the  great,  the  small  I 

Let  Faith's  serenity  and  Hope 

Our  shelter  be,  whilst  here  we  cope 

Among  the  thousand  evils  all 

W^hich  waited  us  on  Adam's  fall  — 

In  Faith  our  weary  brains  can  rest, 

Our  hearts  feel  light,  our  souls  be  bless'd. 

—  And  e'en  if  Faith  herself  be  but 

A  fond  illusion  —  let  it  not 

Be  forc'd  aside  —  Oh  !  let  us  cling 

All  loving  'neath  her  outspread  wing  t 

For  were  among  our  many  dreams 

This  bright  one  wanting,  with  its  gleams 

Of  light  celestial  —  then  't  would  be 

T'  invent  it  a  necessity  — 

And  though  proud  spirits  sneer  at  this 

The  humbler  mortal  owns  its  bliss!  — 
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THE    OPINION    OF    A    COCKNEY 


RESPECTING  THE  BATHS   OF  LUCCA.. 


"The  Baths  of  Lucca  —  fine  enough ! " 
Said  a  John  Bull  all  rough  and  gruff, 
"Indeed  they'll  do  !  —  and  I  may  say^ 
"That,  e'en  in  merry  England,  they 
"Might,  if  brought  o'er,  be  looked  upon 
"As  not  beneath  us  for  a  season.  — 
"'Tis  true  that  there  nothing  refin'd, 
"Save  a  few  Englishmen,  you'll  find, 
"And  that  you'll  meet  enough  to  sneer  at 
"Together  with  a  deal  to  swear  at  — 
"Yet  —  ...  but  enough  —  I  dont  now  know 
"How  I  did  come  to  praise  them  so  — 
"They're  ad  — d  foreign  place  not  worth  a  rush, 
"And  that  I  own'd  it  not  at  once,  I  blush  I" 
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AN  ENGLISH    EXERCISE. 

(Reproduction  into  English  verse  of  a  few  stanzas,  taken  at  random 
from  an  Italian  version  of  OMld  Harold.) 


LXXII. 

I  cannot  live  within  myself,  but  part 
Become  of  all  around  —  each  peak  of  blue 
Yields  in  itself  a  thought  to  bless  my  heart  — 
The  noise  of  towns  a  torture  to  me  grew  — 
Alone  with  beauteous  nature  I  imbue 
Feelings  of  gladness;  save  indeed  the  one 
Which  brings  me  to  reflect  that  all  I  view 
Are  links  of  Matter's  chain,  and  kindred  none 
Claim  to  the  soul  whose  home  lies  far  beyond  the  sun. 

LXXIII. 

This  is  the  thought  that  has  absorb'd  my  mind^ 
And  shap'd  the  path  of  my  career  below  — 
To  me  the  peopled  waste  I  leave  behind 
Is  but  a  spot  of  agony  and  woe, 
A  place  of  exile  whither  doom'd  to  go. 
Through  sins  unknown,  I  have  been  forced  to  dwell 
And  suffer  —  but  at  length  I  rise  —  and  though 
My  wings  be  young  —  I  still  shall  ply  them  well. 
And  stem  the  heavy  clouds  that  hedge  me  in  this  hell. 

Canto  III. 
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FROM    THE    ITALIAN    OF    METASTASIO. 


Upon  the  same  flower  often 

The  bee  feeds  and  the  snake, 

Yet  strangely  in  them  alter'd  is 
The  juice  they  thns  partake  — 

For  in  the  serpent's  bosom 
To  poison  soon  it  turns  — 

Whilst  in  the  bee's  it  thriveth. 
And  nectar'd  sweetness  earns. 

1850. 
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LINES    ADDRESSED    TO    M"  0. 


ON  HER  LITTLE  CHILD  HAVING   REGAINED  ITS  HEALTH. 


A  mother's  thanks-giving. 


And  baby  is  well  again  1  oh  I  thanks  to  Thee, 
My  God^  who  hast  vouchsaf  d  to  hear  my  pray'r  f 
My  heart  was  well-nigh  broke  with  agony. 
And  madden'd  was  my  brain  with  dark  despair  — 
Oh  f  pardon  my  wild  thoughts,  pardon  that  e'er 
My  lips  contracted  with  maternal  ire. 
Did,  when  I  deem'd  all  hope  was  faded,  dare 
To  curse  this  life,  thy  gift,  and  e*en  aspire 
To  rend  the  vital  chain,  and  with  my  child  expire  f 

Henceforth  I  vow  in  Thee  my  trust  to  place, 
And  yield  submissive  to  whate'er  decree 
Thou  issuest  from  thy  Throne  of  Mercy  and  Grace  — 
And  e'en,  oh  f  Lord,  if  my  dread  lot  it  be 
To  view  my  child,  in  death's  grasp,  close  his  ee, 
Alas  !  e'en  then,  I  vow,  I  will  enthrall 
My  searing  thoughts,  and  confident  in  Thee, 
Will  deem  Thou  didst  the  darling  soul  recall 
In  time  to  'scape  the  curse  that  hangs  on  Adam's  fall. 
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Yes  I  and  I'd  live  within  this  vale  of  tears  — 
Yet  from  the  brilliancy  of  day  would  hide 
My  cheerless  eye;  and,  hush'd  all  hopes  and  fears, 
Adown  the  stream  of  Time  would  mutely  glide. 
Cherishing  one  dear  thought  to  nerve  my  pride. 
And  e'en  assuage  my  woe  —  the  thought  that  I 
These  tortures  met  for  him,  my  child,  who  died 
His  share  of  w^oe  unpaid  —  and  rose  on  high. 
Thou  granting  that  this  task  myself  should  satisfy. 

And  then  each  hour  of  bitterness  would  yield 
Its  minute's  joy,  and,  happy  in  my  woe, 
I'd  wait  resign'd  for  death  to  reach  my  turn  — 
—  But  now  begone  ye  cheerless  dreams  that  throw 
Shadows  within  my  yet-stunn'd  brain,  while  lo  ! 
The  sun  of  joy  redawns  within  my  gate. 
For  there  my  little  Cherub's  eye  doth  show 
Not  lit  with  sickly  lustre  as  of  late. 
But  with  a  beam  of  health  with  which  its  orbs  dilate. 
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TO    THE    COUNT    AND    COUNTESS    M. 


When  hearts,  that  love  do  truly  feel. 
Are  link'd  and  beat  harmoniously, 
Then  life's  for  them  no  empty  dream, 
This  earth's  no  more  a  vale  of  woe. 
"Oh  thus  to  live  and  love  together. 
The  same  athwart  each  changing  scene," 
Is  bliss,  celestial  bliss  below. 
Such  as  but  few  can  share,  but  few. 
To  whom  a  foretaste  God  doth  grant 
Of  what  each  righteous  soul  will  earn 
In  heaven  above  —  And  you  my  friends 
Whose  gentle  hearts  have  met  and  blended 
In  one  undying  flame  —  ah  !  long 
May  ye  enjoy,  and  undisturbed. 
This  trance  of  gladness,  which  imparts 
New  elements  to  reach  perfection's  goal. 
Enhancing  all  the  nobler  thoughts 

That  blossom  in  the  soul. 
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FROM    THE    GERMAN    OF    SCHILLER. 


"  DIE  ANTIKEN  ZU  PARIS.' 


In  vain  the  French  with  bloody  sv/ord 
Drag  to  their  native  land,  and  hoard 

Within  a  gorgeous  Fane, 
What  Grecian  art  hath  wrought,  and  there 
These  trophies  to  the  native's  stare 

Exhibit  they  —  In  vain  ! 

Mute  to  the  glance  profane  are  they, 
Nor  to  such  hearts  will  e'er  convey 

The  magic  of  their  spell. 
The  Muses  but  the  bosom  bless 
Whose  warmth  can  woo  their  fond  caress. 

But  fly  the  Vandal  fell ! 

1851. 
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ON  M"    0. 

(After  having  appeared  at  a  ball  when  in  the  last  stage  of  consumption.) 


Up  from  my  bed  of  death  I  rose. 

And  wrapp'd  my  form  in  silk  and  gauze. 

And  clasp'd  with  wreaths  of  flowerets  fair 

The  tendrils  of  my  raven  hair. 

Which  stream'd  in  locks  all  dark  as  night 

Adown  my  cheek  of  marble  white. 

And  on  my  lips  so  parch'd  and  cold 

I  strove  to  call,  as  wont  of  old, 

A  smile  of  mirth  and  wild  caprice  — 

Alas  !  but  could  not  master  this  ! 

They  would  obey  no  other  nerve 

Save  that  which  sadness  urg'd  to  curve. 

And  forth  from  out  my  dim  abode. 
Unto  the  haunts  of  men  I  strode  — 
And  in  the  glare  of  gaudy  hall 
Soon  stood,  wherein,  at  pleasure's  call. 
The  young,  the  gay,  with  fever'd  glance, 
All  eager  came  to  speed  the  dance. 


—  «/  — 

Like  phantoms  to  my  fading  eye 
Their  shapes  commingling  flitted  by  — 
And  when  I  mark'd  a  friendly  face^ 
No  smile  upon  it  could  I  trace,  — 
For,  like  Medusa's  brow,  mine  own 
Did  seem  to  freeze  it  into  stone. 

They  could  not  trust  their  sight,  and  deem'd 

I  could  not  be  the  thing  I  seem'd. 

But  that  I  was  a  spirit  fled 

From  the  dark  regions  of  the  dead, 

A  comrad  lost  in  Lethe's  wave 

Who  came  a  souvenir  to  crave  — 

Anon,  howe'er,  their  stupor  gone. 
They  came  and  spake  in  gentle  tone  — 
But  on  my  ear  their  kindly  speach 
As  sounds  by  space  subdued  did  reach  — 
And  I  now  felt  as  though  my  soul 
Were  tottering  o'er  its  final  goal. 

One  moment  more,  and  it  will  leave 
This  sublunary  scene,  and  cleave 
With  pinions  hid  from  human  view 
The  welkin's  vault  of  sapphire  hue, 
And  o'er  each  star  and  planet  soar 
To  rest  in  God  for  evermore. — 

Yet  ere  that  hour  hath  come,  how  sweet 
'Twas  thus  again  some  friends  to  meet: 
And  sinking  fast,  and  rent  from  all 
Man's  pleasures,  vanities  and  gall. 
Behold  the  full-of-life  display 
Their  bright  and  eddying  phalanx  gay. 


Stretch'd  on  my  bed  of  death  again, 

I  lie  to  rise  no  more  t  In  vain 

On  fancy's  vivid  inner  gaze 

Crowd  back  the  dreams  of  early  days. 

And  start  up  shapes  that  stir  my  heart, 

And  bid  me  live  —  I  ynust  depart  f  — 

Mine  was  a  foolish  dream  withal  t 
And  yet  as  I  those  days  recall 
Of  fiery  youth,  when,  on  my  steed, 
All  reckless  I  was  wont  to  lead 
The  chase  athwart  my  native  vale,  — 
Methinks  my  star  was  not  so  pale. 

The  free,  the  bold  enthusiasm  then. 

Which  stirr'd  me  in  the  verdant  glen, 

Was  food  to  my  aspiring  soul. 

Which  never  would  admit  control,  — 

Was  bliss  divine,  for  freedom's  air 

I  there  did  breathe,  and  breath'd  but  there  f 

But  soon  did  clouds  of  grief  obscure 
That  rosy  dawn  serene  and  pure  !  — 
Wedded  —  my  lot  was  seal'd  —  I  pin'd 
In  narrowness  of  thought  confin'd.  — 
But  I  rebeird  and  dar'd  insane 
To  rend  the  hated  tie  in  twain. 

The  shock  struck  heavy  on  my  heart. 
And  wither'd  its  most  vital  part  — 
They  who  have  caus'd  my  cruel  doom. 
Let  them  ignore  I  have  a  tomb. 
For  should  they  thither  step  profane 
I'd  'wake  outrag'd  to  yell  forth  Cain  f  — 

1853. 


WRITTEN  UNDER  THE  PORTRAIT  OF  CARLINO  MORETTI 


(wkichi  I  drew  at  Malmantile  on  the  ll'^'NoV  1856.) 


Though  childish  be  this  little  face^ 
Yet  even  now  thou  there  canst  trace 
A  budding  feeling  stern  and  bold. 
Which  shall  in  after-years  unfold, 
And  waft  Carlino's  name  afar  — 
A  hero  in  the  coming  war ! 
When  champions  of  this  classic  land 
Again  shall  grasp  the  Roman  brand. 
And  vindicate  Italia's  worth 
Amidst  the  nations  of  the  earth  I 

For  warm  within  Carlino's  breast 

His  father's  blood  doth  flow. 
And  his,  instinctive,  is  the  thirst 

Of  vengeance  'gainst  our  foe. 
Then  ask  not  why  such  knitted  brow 

In  one  so  young  as  he. 
When  his  unconscious  heart  e'en  now 

Must  yearn  for  liberty ! 

1856. 
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TO   MY  NIECE    ERNESTA, 


on  her  giving  me  a  drawing  made  by  herself  representing 
a  young  "peasant-girl"  praying. 


Sweet  darling  niece  Ernesta  mine^ 
Thanks  for  this  beauteous  gift  of  thine. 
Which  long  as  I  may  live,  shall  be 
One  of  the  Household-Gods  to  me  — 
And  well  it  may,  for  what  is  there 
More  heav'nly  than  childhood's  prayer? 
That  fervent  look  and  brow  serene 
(Still  radiant  with  the  glorious  sheen 
Of  those  far  regions  up  above. 
Where  all  is  bliss  and  all  is  love) 
Shall  daily  meet  my  childrens'  gaze. 
And  guide  their  mind  to  Him  who  sways 
O'er  all  yon  boundless  Canopy,  — 
And  blend  the  thought  with  love  for  thee. 

1856. 
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TRANSLATION  OF   "" La  clonua  e  moUle. 


I 


All  fickle  woman  is,  — 
A  plume  her  mind^ 

Which  shifts  and  tosseth 
Each  idle  wind! 

Oft  her  most  seraph-like 
Aspect  deceiveth. 

Alike  when  joyful, 

Or  when  it  grieveth. 

Doom'd  is  the  mortal. 
Who  to  her  art 

Incautious  trusteth 
His  loving  heart  — 

She  but  delighting 
In  kindling  love, 

Soon  turns  on  others 
Her  might  to  prove. 

1858. 
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KNOWLEDGE    IS    POWER. 


One  day  two  mastives  met,  and  fought, 
And  round  the  neck  each  other  caught 
With  teeth  so  firm,  that  neither  would 
Relinquish  but  with  death  his  hold. 

The  men  who  gathered  round  the  fight 
Tugg'd  at  the  dogs  with  all  their  might. 
And  back'd  their  cause  of  peace  with  kicks, 
Or  e'en  resorted  to  their  sticks. 

But  all  in  vain  —  they  heeded  not ; 
And  lay  as  rooted  to  the  spot  — 
Their  tusks  steep'd  in  each  other's  blood, 
To  fury  lent  too  sweet  a  food  — 
They  there  must  linger  on  till  both 
Expire  relentless  of  their  wrath. 

And  all  around  began  t'  abate 

In  their  vain  efi'orts  and  to  fate. 

The  hapless  mastives  would,  I  trow,  — 

Have  left  —  when,  stepping  forward  now 
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A  man  approach'd  the  rageful  pair. 
In  murderous  silence  gnawing  there. 
And,  from  his  pocket  having  ta'en 
His  snuff-box,  on  the  noses  twain 
Did  pour  its  prickling  dust,  which  lo  ! 
Its  magic  working  soon  did  show. 

Each  mastif  snorting,  bit  no  more,  — 
But  rose  and  toss'd  behind,  before. 
And  snuff 'd  and  sneez'd,  and  quite  put  out, 
Skulk'd  off  amidst  a  gen'ral  shout. 

The  sage  replac'd  his  snuff-box  then. 
And,  as  he  pass'd,  did  tell  the  men: 
In  ev'ry  thing  the  whole  world  o'er. 
Knowledge  was,  is,  and  will  be  power." 


94  - 


TRANSLATION. 

FROM  A  COMPOSITION   OF   MINE   IN   ITALIAN. 

On  the  tomb  of  a  "Wren,  killed  by  me  at  the  Gombo  with  a  small  pistol 
on  the  Flobert  system  *). 


By  heartless  man  struck  thro'  the  breast 
Within  this  forest  of  her  birth,  ^ 

A  tiny  bird  to  endless  rest 

Is  doom'd  beneath  this  span  of  earth. 

Yet  dost  thou  think  th'  ethereal  flame. 
Which  life  imparted  to  her  clay. 

Awaits  a  like  fate  as  her  frame. 

And  quench'd  in  sleep  be  lost  for  aye? 

Ah  !  no  !  that  spark,  o'er  nature's  sway. 
Within  another  lid  doth  pour 

Already  now  the  light  of  day, 

With  life  more  brilliant  than  before. 


*J  See  Sulla  tomba  di  uno  sgricciolo  amony  the  Italian  poems. 
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Death  is  a  word  dwelt  on  by  those 

Whose  thoughts  on  matter  solel}'  bend. 

The  life-drop  that  from  heaven  flows 
Is  life's  own  essence,  nor  can  end. 

Dust  unto  dust  must  e'er  return. 

Yet  not  the  quickening  breath  doth  share 
The  lot  of  flesh  —  but  wakes  in  turn 

All  forms  that  garb  our  nature  fair. 

Far  on  a  bare  rock's  rugged  side 

Which  juts  o'er  ocean  high  in  air. 

An  eagle's  eyre  may  be  descried. 

The  queen-bird  in  it  brooding  e'er  — 

And  whilst  her  life  lost  here  the  wren, 
An  eaglet  sees  the  day  therein: 

Methinks  that  life  progressing  then 
Has  passed  the  regal  chick  within. 

1858. 
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REMINISCENCES    OF    INDIA. 


A  confession. 

(made  by   a  young-  Irish  officer  as  a  sample 
of  life  in  the  far  East). 


I  lov'd  her  —  she  was  beautiful  —  her  eye 
Was  dark  as  velvet  with  a  diamond  ray  — 

I  left  her  but  awhile  —  her  deep  heav'd  sigh 
Was  earnest  of  continued  love  —  away 

I  hied  me  to  the  battle  —  but  full  soon 

Return'd  with  victor's  pride  the  self-same  moon. 

Her  eye  —  her  smile  had  chang'd  —  I  knew 

Her  heart  had  play'd  me  false  —  her  crime  —  her  guilt 

Some  whispering  tongue  laid  bare  and  prov'd  too  true  — 
I  to  her  sire  complain'd  —  he  sneer'd  —  the  hilt 

Soon  of  my  glaive  I  sought  —  his  head  I  cleft. 

And  her,  to  glut  my  rage,  to  starve  I  left! 

I860. 
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TRANSLATION  FROM  THE  ITALIAN. 

IL  CREATORE  E  IL   SUO  MONDO 

"  THE    CREATOR  AND   HIS  WORLD.  " 


After  many  long  centuries'  delay, 

Mov'd  at  our  lot,  at  length  the  Lord  one  day, 

Open'd  a  little  window  in  the  sky, 

On  earth  to  pry. 

And,  with  a  glance  all  masterly,  he  scann'd. 
From  pole  to  pole,  what  pass'd  on  see  and  land  — 
Perplex'd,  to  Peter,  close  behind,  he  said. 

Turning  his  head: 

"Either  am  I  no  longer  God  the  Great, 

"Or,  Peter,  have  my  wits  grown  dull  of  late  — 

"How  vain,  observe,  on  yonder  worldly  scene, 

"My  cares  have  been  f "  — 

And  Peter  thro'  the  lattice  passed  his  face,  — 
When  soon  he  eager  ask'd:  "Who's  he.  Your  Grace, 
"Yon  showy  puppet,  I  in  Rome  behold, 

"All  swath'd  in  gold?" 

7 


98 


But  smilingly  to  him  the  Lord  replied: 
"Oht  Peter,  'tis  thy  great  successor  f — tied 
"There  the  Potentates  have  him  hand  and  foot, 

"And  neck  to  boot !  " 

"And,  with  a  string,  they  pull  him  each  in  turn, 
"And  bid  him  strut  about,  and  twist,  and  turn  — 
"And  the  people  absurd  the  farce  perceive, 

"And  yet  believe  f  " 

"And  he,  the  poor  old  doddler,  on  his  throne 
"Enjoys  the  life  appropriate  to  the  drone  — ■ 
"And  gratis  with  Champagne  he  brims  his  glass - 

"Poor  Church  —  alas  !  " 

"Where,  where  is  now,"  did  Peter  then  exclaim, 
"That  pure  simplicity  of  world-wide  fame, 
"That  honor'd  penury  which  was  once  my  meed? 

"'Tis  chang'd  indeed!  "  — 

"But  what's  still  worse,  oh  I  Peter,  in  my  iiame, 
"Who  but  the  good  of  all  wish  and  proclaim, 
''Indulgence  and  anathema  as  well, 

"Those  prelates  sell  1 " 

"Christ'nings  and  confirmations  also  yield 
"Good  harvests,  nor  is  Lent  a  sterile  field  — 
"And,  as  I  hear,  moreo'er,  those  who  can  pay 

"Eat  their  own  way"  — 

"Hark  to  yon  ravens  black  who  roosting  there, 
"With  cries  'gainst  others'  sins  do  fill  the  air, 
"Threat'ning  the  world  with  ruin  and  disasters, 

"As  were  they  masters  !  " 
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And  in  my  name  this  too,  who  nothing  imow, 
"Who  wish  but  weal  and  bliss  to  all  below  — 
" — But  I'll  just  show  I'm  not  their  servant  quite"  - 

And  Peter:  "Right!" 

"And  those  fine  stiff- neck'd  sovereigns,  who  say 
"They  reign  because  they  're  God's  anointed,  they! 
"I'll  give  them  oil  to  suit  their  mien  and  dress ! " 

And  Peter:  "Yes!  " — 

"They  boast  of  rights  that  I  know  nought  about; 
"All  men  are  equal  from  the  cradle  out  — 
"And  they  are  kings  'cause  people's  wits  are  blunted 

Peter,  you  grant  it  ? " 

"At  least  if  they  to  good  were  ever  prone, 
"And  utter 'd  their  behests  in  civil  tone, 
"Or  framed  their  laws  with  wisdom  — and  so  on  — 

"I'd  say:  Well  done!" 

"If  they  their  subjects  showed  a  feeling  heart, 
"And  lent  their  help  to  science  and  to  art, 
"With  noble  purpose,  —  then,  in  honor'd  story, 

"Would  they  earn  glory." 

"But  no !  they  vie  to  see  who's  better  able 
"To  dupe  the  world,  which  seems  again  a  Babel, 
"And  bloodshed  cause,  and  murder  ev'ry  day  — 

"The  villains,  they!  " 

"Like  freebooters  they  rob,  and  war  declare, 
"And  dungeons  low  they  dig  shut  out  from  air, 
"Churches  and  theatres  raise  — the  guillotine 

"And  haunts  obscene!"  — 
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"And  then  whose  is  the  fault?  —  If  you  but  lend 
"Your  ear  to  monk  or  priest,  'tis  I  who  send 
"A  chastisement  for  crime! — all  on  my  back, 

"E'en  spies,  they  pack." 

"And  foolishly  the  people,  poor,  oppressed, 
"Go  grumbling  that  I  now  their  class  detest, 
"And^  blaspheming,  forget  all  homage  due  — 

"If  I  set  to  ! !  " 

"I,  who  framed  in  an  instant,  one  may  say, 
"Earth,  sea,  and  heaven's  own  aethereal  sway, 
"And  who,  when  quickening  man,  believ'd  I  should 

"Own  something  good  f  " 

"Who  went  so  far,  indeed,  as  to  enthrall 
"Sweet  mother  nature  to  his  beck  and  call  — 
"To  find  his  offsprings  now  to  slight  me  darel! 

"Vile  world  beware  !  " 

And  Peter  then:  "Oh!  Lord,  allay  thy  woe, 
"Not  thine  the  blame  of  all  those  evils,  no  I 
"On  kings,  priests,  and  the  pope,  the  blame  must  fall,— 

"Those  numokuUs  all  f " 

"Well,  Peter,  listen,  never  have  I  yet 
"Play'd  childish  freaks,  but,  once  I'm  in  a  pet, 
"Myself  rii  beat  them  hard  to  vent  my  wrath." 

Peter:  "To  death!" 

"So  now,  my  Peter,  look  me  in  the  face, 
"And  take  the  hint  you  keeper  of  this  place, 
"For  should  one  of  them  ever  cross  your  gate, 

"You'll  walk  out  straight  1 " 


( 
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Thus  said^  he  clos'd  the  little  shutter,  nor 
Forgot  to  put  the  bolt  back  as  before, — 
Andj  unobserv'd,  He  saunter'd  forth  to  pace 
The  realms  of  space. 

I860. 
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FROM    THE    ITALIAN. 


When  men  were  far  less  clever,  less  refin'd, 
They  hang'd  thieves  to  the  cross,  as  we  may  find 
But  progress  now  so  well  its  work  achieves. 
That  crosses  oft  are  seen  hang'd  upon  thieves  ! 

I860. 
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TRANSLATION. 

Yerses  sent  by  tlie  Venetian  Ladies  to  King  Victor  Emmanuel 
with  a  bouquet  of  flowers  in  1859. 


In  her  proud  days,  when  great  and  free^ 
From  off  her  Bucentaur,  as  bride, 
Did  Venice  oft  her  ring  confide^ 

Unto  that  faithless  spouse,  the  sea. 

But  now,  that  'neath  the  yoke  she  bends, 
Venice,  with  love  repress'd  for  years. 
These  bridal  flowers  all  steep'd  in  tears, 

To  him,  tiie  truthful  Mng,  she  sends. 

I860. 
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TRANSLATION. 

'I  SETTE  SOLDATI"  THE  SEVEN  SOLDIERS 

An  Italian  poem,  by  Aleardo  Aleardi,  dedicated  to  Garibaldi. 


1. 


This  is  the  site  —  a  valley  stern  and  drear  — 
A  desert  track  betwixt  two  rugged  steeps, 
Where  both  the  rosy  morn  and  blushing  eve 
Are  yet  unknown.  —  A  torrent  cleaves  its  deep 
Concave,  and  mist  and  falcon's  wing,  the  air 
Above; — in  vain  would  there  the  searching  eye 
Meet,  far  or  near,  some  spiral  vapour  blue, 
Which,  winding  upwards,  speaks  of  man's  abode. 
—  Long  ere  there  did  exist  within  the  world 
This  universal  misery  —  this  scene 
Of  serfs  and  lords  —  oppressors  and  oppress'd  — 
This  humbling  sight  of  millions  crouching  'neath 
The  lying  tongue  of  Priestcraft,  and  the  art 
To  speculate  on  each  mysterious  fear 
Roused  by  the  awful  thought  of  God  and  Death,  — 
A  subterraneous  fire  did  rend  the  earth, 
And,  from  the  pinnacles  above,  forc'd  down 
Those  numberless  enormous  blocks  which  strew 
The  space  around  —  tall,  white,  erect,  as  though 
They  mark'd  the  tombs  of  haughty  giants  gone.  — 
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Swift  in  her  step  the  shepherdess,  when  there. 
Bounds  past  appall'd,  for,  with  a  rumbling  noise. 
She  hears,  at  intervals,  some  heavy  mass 
Of  livid  basalt  leave  the  parent  rock, 
And  crush  adown  —  a  sullen  threat  of  death  — 
Hears  it,  and,  with  a  trembling  voice,  she  lifts 
Her  hand  in  haste  to  trace  the  holy  sign.  — 
—  The  day  that  follows  on  a  passing  storm. 
Each  eminence  doth  pour  from  hundred  pools. 
In  headlong  rivulets,  th'  excess  of  rain,  — 
And  to  the  cadence  of  the  frequent  drops 
The  hollow  caverns  sound,  and  brilliantly 
Shines  forth  around  the  all-pervading  green  — 
Whilst  many  a  glittering  iris  in  mid -air, 
All  gaily  chequers  then  the  lonely  scene. 


2. 


Then  to  the  genial  air  of  early  spring. 
When  germs,  impatient  of  their  lot  inert, 
Yearning  to  live,  press  on  the  quick'ning  breast 
Of  nature,  —  now  preparing  to  display 
The  treasur'd  brightness  of  her  nuptial  time;  — 
When  spreads,  we  know  not  how,  love's  magic  spell 
Within  the  maiden's  heart,  the  floweret's  core,  — 
And  e'en  perchance  among  the  very  stars  — 
This  lonely  vale,  these  naked  rocks  themselves. 
Smile  through  their  frowns,  and  rays  of  beauty  show. 
—  'Midst  the  bright  pebbles  of  the  torrent's  bed. 
The  plover  blithely  sends  his  courtship  note  — 
From  'neath  the  scatter'd  blocks,  entwin'd  with  fern. 
Shoots  out  the  cyclamen  in  rich  perfume  — 
And  the  wild  vine  sends  forth  afar  the  sweet 
Fragrance  it  steals  from  balmy  zephyr's  breath. 


—  106  — 

Which  ever  sports  along  the  torrent's  course. 
Among  the  mosses'  tiny  forests    move 
Myriads  of  living  atoms^  to  whose  sight 
A  dew-drop  seems  a  wide-expanded  lake^ 
And  who,  in  journey  round  the  daisy's  orb. 
Do  totally  consume  their  span  of  life. — 
Even  the  very  serpents'  breasts  are  sear'd 
With  love's  occult,  unerring  dart:  they,  from 
The  shady  bush  emerge  at  noon  of  day. 
And  ardently  seek  out  their  trysting-place  — 
Where,  knotted  in  voluptuous  spirals,  they 
Give  forth  a  languid  whistle  —  and  the  sun. 
With  equal  ray,  imbrues  the  viper's  tooth. 
And  ripens  honey  in  the  floweret's  cup.  — 


And  I  one  day  did  pass  this  sombre  vale  !  — 

The  matin  twilight,  with  uncertain  ray. 

Lit  up  the  downward  slopes  of  bush  and  brake  — 

And  in  the  western  heavens  fading    shone 

The  narrow  crescent  of  the  new-born  moon. 

Here,  but  few  hours  before,  a  fight  had  raged 

Long,  desperate  and  holy,  'tween  the  sons 

Of  Italy  and  their  Teutonic  foe.  — 

A  cheering  vengeance  of  the  Latin  race  1  — 

—  From  off  the  summit  of  a  hill  adown 

I  gazed,  and  by  th'  increasing  light  beheld 

Renew'd  the  spectacle  of  Phlegra's  plain. 

How  many  a  human  heart  there  stilled  in  death  - 

How  many  a  despairing  agony 

In  youth's  entrancing  dream  of  hope  and  joy  I  — 

How  many  a  life-flower  sever'd  by  the  sword  I 

What  love,  and  noble  impulses,  and  thoughts 
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Of  daring,  and  poetic  visions  gone. 

There  with  those  breasts,  those  fair  blond  heads,  now  gash'd 

By  flying  hoofs  and  wheels  —  a  ghastly  sight! 

What  crowds  thus  sudden  of  immortal  souls, 

Launched  to  the  threshold  of  another  world. 

Whilst  yet  unlook'd  for  by  their  loved  dead  !  — 

Like  flights  ill  omen'd  of  sinister  birds. 

Which  migrate  rapidly  to  distant  shores. 

The  mournful  news  spread  fast  o'er  mount  and  main  — 

And  from  the  Transylvanian  hills  afar, 

To  the  Moravian  plains,  an  echo  rose 

Of  wailings  loud  from  mothers,  sires  bereft,  — 

And  agonizing  sobs  from  wife  and  child 

In  grief  forlorn  I  — and  many  a  gothic  arch 

Shone  to  the  torches  of  funereal  rites 

In  pious  honor  for  the  poor  who  fell.  — 

Here,  meanwhile,  tombless,  left  exposed  to  winds. 

And  dews,  did  lie  this  hecatomb  of  slaves, 

Chain'd  to  the  sword.  —  They,  dying,  heard  the  sound 

Of  bugles  loud  proclaiming  we  had  won  — 

Mocking  farewell!  — When  they  shall  rise  again 

To  the  celestial  trumpet's  sound,  may  be. 

That  at  the  sudden  call,  they  '11  fear  that  still 

They  're  follow'd  up  by  our  unslak'd  revenge, 

Along  the  shores  of  the  eternal  realms  !  — 

For  e'en  the  quiet  of  the  tomb  must  prove 

Powerless  to  quench  the  hatred  rankling  deep 

Against  the  oppressor,  in  the  oppressed  heart ! 

4. 

Within  my  soul  the  darkest  gloom  had  sunk  — 
The  saddest  spirit  moved  the  Poet's  Muse. — 
As  patriot,  I  exulted  —  wept,  as  man  — 
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But  at  the  thought  of  old  and  recent  chains. 
And  centuries  of  outrage  unaveng'd  — 
Shock'd  at  the  cruel  sight  of  thousands  slain  — 
My  hand  I  rais'd  in  wrath,  as  tho'  I  would 
A  curse  invoke  —  but  mid-way  stay'd  —  and  chang'd 
The  act  to  sign  of  blessing  —  and  then  stepp'd 
Down  from  the  hill-side  to  the  gory  plain 
Beneath,  —  half  tottering  with  emotion  keen. — 
There,  distant  from  the  rest,  I  first  beheld 
The  corpse  of  one  hard  by  the  torrent's  brink  — 
His  left  hand,  dipp'd  within  the  rapid  wave. 
Moved  to  and  fro  as  though  't  were  yet  alive  — 
And,  with  the  right,  he  press'd  upon  his  heart 
An  instrument  of  polish'd  box-wood  wrought, 
By  which  in  life  he  drew  sweet  smiles  and  bread, 
And  notes  of  gentle  music,  with  the  skill  * 
Of  tremulous  fingers.  —  "Poor  honest  wight,"  I  said, 
"Who  'mongst  us  e'er  thy  kindred  did  off'end?  — 
"Who  forced  you  thus  to  leave  on  Elbe's  rich  plains 
"Thy  slender  plough? — And,  say,  wert  thou  not  grieved 
"When  doom'd  thy  land,  Bohemia,  to  forsake, 
"Whose  vast  horizon,  amphitheatre-like, 
"Owns  the  Black-Forest,  and  the  Giant  Mounts 
"As  boundaries?  Oh  t  why  didst  thou  not  still 
"Follow  thy  course,  and  gladden,  with  thy  notes 
"Of  songs  inherited,  the  longing  crowd 
"Of  thine  own  native  hamlet?  —  and  the  dance, 
"Which,  on  the  festive-day,  densely  did  court 
"Thy  presence  'midst  the  flowery  hills  of  Prague?  — 
"How  couldst  thou  leave  in  tears  thy  loving  maid, 
"Whom  thou  hadst  taught  from  out  the  harp  to  raise 
"The  noblest  sounds,  with  her  plebeian  hand?  — 
"Poor  fair-hair'd  maiden  !  She  her  future  lot 
"Meanwhile  with  hope  entwines,  —  and,  to  sustain 
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"With  food  her  slender  frame,  gladly  submits 
"The  prophets'  instrument  to  drag  about 
"Through  courts,  and  passages  of  inns  profane;  — 
"But  when  the  humble  rumour  of  thy  fate 
"Shall  reach  the  distant  Elbe,  —  then  will  those  haunts 
"Soon  cease  their  echo  to  the  Hebrew  harp, — 
"And  through  the  ringlets  of  the  broken  chords 
"The  spider  soon  shall  weave  her  net  unclean  — 
"And  the  young  harper's  weary  head  shall  lie 
"Beneath  the  sacred  grave-yard's  silent  turf!  " 


I  then  pass'd  on,  and  mutter'd  to  myself, 

As  one  absorb'd  in  grief — but  scarcely  had 

Advanced  a  stone-cast  —  when  I  stopp'd  before 

A  leaning  rock.  --  There  like  an  owl,  nail'd  down 

And  crucified  against  the  peasant's  door. 

To  scare  some  dreaded  sprite,  I  know  not  of. 

There  lay  supine  upon  the  level  stone. 

With  open  arms,  a  man  struck  through  the  heart. 

By  the  dark  dead-hue  of  the  forehead  low. 

By  the  profile  oblique  and  bristling  hair. 

And  by  the  wiry  muscles  showing  through 

The  garments  rough,  —  I  knew  him  well  as  one. 

Born  from  the  savage  fire  and  wild  embrace 

Upon  the  Croat's  bed.  Ignoble  souls. 

Who,  on  their  entrance  in  the  world,  receive. 

At  the  baptismal  fount,  the  brand  of  slaves,  — 

Dull  intellects,  amidst  the  Carnic  caves, 

In  all  the  wiles  of  ruthless  tigers  drill'd 

To  hunt  Italians,  —  and  to  whom  the  spoil 

Is  the  sole  mover  on  the  battle  field.  — 

Poor  souls  benighted !  do  they  still  ignore 
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That  soon,  mayhap,  together  we  shall  rise, 

And  breth'ren  be  in  sorrow  and  revenge  1  — 

In  vain  did  he,  the  dauntless  swimmer,  earn 

Fresh  strength  for  his  athletic  iron  frame, 

In  coping  'gainst  the  Kulpa's  rapid  course,^ 

Or  vying  with  steeds  untamed  in  headlong  race,  — 

For,  none-the-less,  immovable  he  now 

Reposes  here  in  death's  perpetual  calm.  ■ — 

—  Along  her  native  stream,  upon  the  grass-lands  flat, 

Which  with  their  faded  green-hue,  stretch  afar 

Unto  the  shore  of  the  x-Vdriatic  sea, 

A  young  Morlachian  housewife,  lonely  there. 

Leads  out  to  browse  her  only  cow,  the  dear         * 

And  useful  partner  of  her  bitter  life. 

Here,  seated  restless,  she  surveys  the  sun 

About  to  set  beyond  that  sea,  that  shore, 

Whereon  noble  Ravenna  mutely  rests. 

Wrapt  in  the  relics  of  her  greatness  gone;  — 

Then,  of  a  sudden,  she  is  up,  and  clench'd 

Her  heart  is  with  forebodings  dark  and  dire  — 

For  with  the  wind,  that  from  the  Lombard  coast 

Comes  sultr}^  hitherward,  she  feels  as  tho' 

Commingled  with  the  sighs  of  kindred  shades, 

Her  husband's  shade  sped  past.  —  The  cow  uplifts 

Her  nostrils  too,  suspicious  of  the  air,  — 

And  lowing  deep  salutes  the  setting  sun.  — 

Go  hapless  one  and  cast  thy  bridal  ring. 

Cause  of  thy  sorrows,  deep  within  the  sea  — 

Thy  land  has  grown  the  land  of  widows  now  — 

Ye  women  all  in  chorus,  raise  the  dirge 

Of  mourning  'midst  the  Servian  hills  and  dales  — 

Alas  f  nor  can  ye  consolation  reap 

From  the  sad  comfort  of  a  tear  let  fall 

Upon  the  grass  that  springs  up  from  the  blood 
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Of  your  dead  mates,  who  vanquish'd  and  accurs'd. 
Have  all  been  slain  in  fights  on  foreign  soil^  — 
And,  o'er  the  bound'ries  of  the  dying  realm. 
The  winds  have  spread  their  ashes  far  and  wide  f 
Go  forth  ye  women,  with  your  famish'd  babes 
Clasp'd  in  your  meagre  arms, —  spreading  aloft 
The  black  and  yellow  flag  —  funereal  sign 
Of  boundless  mourning  and  eternal  woe  — 
Go  forth,  and  raise  aloud,  in  tearful  strains. 
Your  wailiniJ-s  o'er  the  Servian  hills  and  dales  t 
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A  prey  to  stormy  thoughts,  such  as  in  vain 

Would  the  depictive  art  of  song  aspire 

To  call  to  light  in  verse, — onward  I  stepp'd 

Within  the  plain,  still  more  by  human  limbs 

Choked,  and  with  shatter'd  carts  and  weapons  strewn, 

And  bleeding  entrails  sick'ning  to  the  sight.  — 

Solemn  and  fearful  was  the  silence  here  — 

No  sigh  was  heard  in  this  the  home  of  sighs  ( 

And  yet,  anon,  like  buzzing  insect  straying, 

Methought,  and  raarvell'd,  slow  the  words  to  hear 

Of  murmur'd  psalm.  —  Mine  anxious  eye  I  turn'd 

Around,  and  view'd,  within  the  forest's  shade, 

A  man  erect  between  two  soldiers  dead. — 

The  long  folds  of  his  sable  robe,  the  hair 

That  flow'd  unshorten'd,  and  the  solemn  sound 

Of  latin  words,  to  me  at  once  reveal'd 

Him  as  a  minister  of  God.  His  eye 

Was  tearless.  Yet  far  bitterer  than  tears 

Was  the  deep  anguish  of  his  pallid  brow. 

I  near'd  him  —  still  he  stirr'd  not  —  but  his  pray'r 

Ended  —  and  then,  without  directing  yet 
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His  glance  on  mine,  he  said:  "And  who  art  thou?  — 
"Wiiat  seek'st  thou  here?"  When  I  replied:  "I  am 
"One  who  doth  sing  and  weep,  and  hither  came 
"To  view  the  site  of  Italy's  revenge."  — 
"Well  then/'  he  sighing  added,  "see  the  two 
"Here  who  have  fallen,  both  to  me  so  dear: 
"And,  if  a  generous  foe  I  do  address, 
"Remember  them,  I  prithee,  do  thou  sing 
"Of  them  who  pass'd  a  life  of  deepest  woe." 
I  gazed  upon  them:  one  fair  hair'd  and  white:  — 
Death  had  forgot  to  close  his  fixed  orbs 
Of  hazel  hue,  like  agates  of  his  own 
Carpathians^  veiled  with  a  mist  of  breath. 
The  crude  embroid'r}^  of  the  rough  blue  vest. 
Contrasted  sadly  with  the  snowy  tint 
Of  linen  seen  beneath,  and  gentle  hand 
Wearing  a  gem  enwrought  with  heraldries.  — 
His  head  did  rest  on  the  yet  tepid  flank 
Of  his  expiring  charger,  all  besmear'd 
With  livid  foam  and  crimson  blood,  the  mane. 
The  strong  broad  chest,  and  reins  inert  and  loose.— 
In  its  last  gasp  the  noble  steed  did  turn 
Its  fading  eye  towards  the  soldier  slain, — 
As  tho'  to  crave  a  pardon  for  his  fate.  — 


"Broad  lands,"  the  pious  man  continuing  said, 
"Which  copious  streams  from  Ipoli  enrich,^ 
"Were  his,  the  ill-starr'd  mortil's,  from  his  birth;  — 
"The  joyous  chase,  the  night-lung  dance,  the  pack 
"Of  agile  hounrls,  the  stud  of  hunters  fleet, 
"Did  herald  his  first  entrance  in  the  world; 
"Wherein,  to  keep  aloof  the  easy  storms. 
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''His  mother's  eyes,  like  two  domestic  stars, 
"Did  watch  and  guide  him  step  by  step.  But  when, 
"With  peals  unwonted,  from  the  Vatican 
"The  lying  bell  did  toll  to  Freedom's  sound  — 
"When  from  the  Baltic  to  the  Ionian  shore, 
"From  the  Black  Sea  to  the  Atlantic  wave, 
"By  twenty  nations  the  rebellious  cry 
"Sudden  was  raised  —  and  all  with  weapons  old 
"But  banners  new,  fantastically  took 
"Part  in  the  strange  and  fervid  tournament  — 
"When  many  a  king  impenitent  was  seen, 
"Gnawn  with  remorse,  and  stooping,  deadly  pale, 
"To  coward  flight,  —  and  in  the  tyrant's  halls, 
"By  momentary  freemen  fill'd,  did  sound 
"The  hymn  of  libertj^,  —  and  when  were  seen 
"The  vine-clad  hills  and  low-lands,  all  throughout 
"Hungary,  kindling  to  the  cry  of  war  — 
"He  glowing  felt  within  his  veins  the  pride 
"Of  being  a  nursling  of  the  Magyar's  land  — 
"Strapp'd  on  his  fathers'  sword  —  placed  on  his  heart 
"The  tricolor  cockade,  the  dolman  slung, 
"Sprang  on  his  steed,  —  near  the  Tibisco  oft* 
"His  spurs  show'd  gory.  —  On  the  castle  tower., 
"His  mother  tarried  long  to  bless  and  watch 
"Her  youthful  warrior,  'till  both  horse  and  man 
"Seem'd  but  a  spot  upon  the  distant  plain,— 
"While  ceaseless  echo'd  loud  from  inner  courts 
"The  moan  of  hounds  impatient  of  their  chains.— 
"He  combatted  —  in  the  nocturnal  fight 
"There  on  Branisco's  daring  pass,  his  steed ^ 
"Dripped  with  the  blood  of  foes  from  mane  to  hoof. — 
"In  silent  race,  on  the  Carpathian  heights, 
"Career'd  he  on  the  recent  snows,  to  chase 
"Their  flying  ranks,  and  in  the  forest  thick, 
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"On  thorny  bushes  view'd  hanging  in  shreds, 

"The  double-headed  eagle's  brigand  flag. — 

"Oft  in  the  nights,  wherein  an  endless  flash 

"Of  shell  and  rocket,  with  sinister  ray, 

"Tinged  hills  and  forts  and  the  Hungarian  camp, 

"And  e'en  the  plain  that  Istro's  waters  bless  — 

"Dread  savage  nights,  whose  mem'ry  yet  offends 

"The  prudish  charms  of  Buda's  face  austere  — 

"Forsaking  for  awhile  his  idle  tent, 

"Leaving  his  steeds  to  trample  on  the  straw 

"Of  miry  stables,  would  he  snatch  the  gun 

"And  press  on  to  the  thickest  of  the  fight  — 

"The  youthful  daemon !  — On  the  final  day, 

"Through  the  wide  breaches  of  the  batter'd  walls, 

"He  clomb,  and  fought  along  the  streets  and  squares, 

"In  church  and  palace,  ev'ry  where,  nor  ceased 

"'Till  the  three  colours  of  his  native  flag, 

"Iris  of  brilliant  victor}^,  at  length, 

"Show'd  on  the  shatter'd  roofs  of  Hapsburg's  halls  — 

"Then  he  did  rest,  and,  'midst  the  tumult  loud, 

"Contented  sat  among  destruction's  work!  • — 

"And  here,  his  face  suff'used  within  his  hands, 

"He  ponder'd  o'er  his  native  land,  —  and  call'd 

"To  mind  the  bitter  glory  of  the  dead — 

"The  mournful  rapture  of  the  shackles  rent 

"Throughout  those  flery  days  of  sacred  war  — 

"And  fever 'd  fancy  then  o'er  Buda's  fort, 

"Upstanding  'midst  the  frowning  clouds  that  hung 

"In  giant  masses  on  the  flaming  town, 

"Disclosed  a  Christian  Pallas  to  his  sight, 

"In  Magyar  dress,  with  ample  shield  spread  o'er 

"The  virgin  charms  of  Hungary  revived!  — 

"And  after  many  a  moon,  he  then  alone 

"First  felt  his  lips  relaxing  to  a  smile.— 
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"Next  on  his  mother  bent  his  thoughts. — Alas! 
"Dreadful  her  fate !  Invaded  was  her  hall  — 
"The  executioner  stood  within  her  gate — 
"And  she,  the  gentle  rebel,  stripp'd  and  tied, 
"Felt  infamy  descend  with  Austrian  lash*^ 
"On  her  patrician  back! — and  life  abhorr'd  — 
"And,  of  her  startled  hand-maids  taking  leave, 
"Sought  refuge  in  the  tomb  to  hide  her  shame!  — 
—  "And  after  msnij  a  moon,  he  then  alone 
'^ First  felt  his  throbbing  heart  consent  to  weep!  "- 
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"Sudden  amidst  the  ruins  in  accents  shrill 
"A  voice  broke  forth:  'Curse  on  the  Emperor!'— 
"*And  be  it  so!'  rejoin'd  the  seated  youth  — 
"Then,  turning  to  the  sound,  a  stripling  saw 
"Who  brandishing  a  Hulan  lance,  all  red 
"With  gore,  and,  kneeling  in  the  act  of  pray'r, 
"W^ith  joy,  with  rapturous  rage,  kiss'd  and  rekiss'd 
"The  glorious  staff  of  the  Hungarian  flag. — 
"By  secret  force  impell'd,  both  rose,  both  flew 
"To  clasp  each  other  in  their  eager  arms. — 
"Twenty  summers  of  joys  together  pass'd, 
"Of  sorrows  shared,  would  powerless  prove  to  blend 
"Two  lives  with  more  of  ardent  love  than  thrill'd 
"Just  then  the  two  who  ne'er  before  had  met. — 
"Moments  there  are  in  this  our  gloomy  path 
"On  earth,  when,  'midst  the  turmoil  of  the  heart, 
"Bursts  forth  the  soul  in  all  her  native  sheen, 
"And  casts  a  gleam  of  light  upon  the  deep 
"Recess  of  thought  within  a  fellow  soul, 
"'Till  then  a  stranger,  and,  first  near'd,  but  then; 
"Attracts  it,  understands  it,  with  it  weaves 
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"At  once  the  tie  of  an  immortal  love  !  ~ 
"Turning  to  their  domestic  God,  they  both' 
"Vow'd  to  be  brothers,  ever  link'd  in  life 
"Nor  sever'd  e'en  in  death  —  and,  as  thou  seest, 
"They  well  have  kept  their  oath."  The  pious  man 
Became  now  silent. — I  the  second  view'd:  — 
How  beauteous  was  the  face  of  the  dead  youth 
Thus  mellow'd  down  by  sorrow  !  —  something  there 
Appear'd  of  woman's  gentleness  upon 
The  languid  features  and  short  wavy  hair,  — 
So  fair,  it  died  into  an  ashy  hue. — 
As  tho'  he  long'd  to  take  his  last  farewell. 
Towards  his  brother  stretch'd  his  only  hand. 
Already  with  sepulchral  violet  stain'd. 
Yet  undivided  from  a  hilt  most  rude. 
Near  him  there  lay  a  sever'd  hand,  —  his  own. 
Perchance. — "The  one  thou  now  dost  gaze  upon," 
The  mourner  'gan  again  in  broken  words. 
Such  as  flow  from  the  lip  when  brimming  tears 
Are  by  the  will  forc'd  back  upon  the  heart  — 
"He  at  Tarnow,  of  dread  funereal  fame, 
"To  Lithuanian  sires  of  ancient  worth, 
"Ow'd  the  misfortune  of  receiving  life, — 
"Though  from  his  birth  a  coronet  of  Count 
"Spread  lustre  on  his  name. — Yet  scarce  began 
"For  him  the  festive  banquet  of  gay  youth, 
"In  which,  bold  novice,  puberty  delights  — 
"Than  opposite  to  him,  all  fiercely  sat, 
"The  ghost  of  heinous  Cain  —  forbidding  guest. 
"For  in  those  days  a  threat'ning  groan  had  spread 
"From  Vistula's  wide  stream  to  Sava's  banks,^ 
"And  echo'd  in  the  hearth  of  ev'ry  Slave, 
"Who  through  the  welkin's  vault,  which  cloudless  seem'd, 
"Oft  here  and  there,  saw  freedom's  light'ning  flash. 
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"As^  when,  at  night-time,  standing  in  the  plain, 

"We,  on  the  mountain's  gloomy  side,  may  see 

"Wandering  lights,  that  shift  from  place  to  place, 

"Borne  by  the  hand,  yet  seemingly  alone,  — 

"Thus,  in  that  vast  extent  of  darksome  lands, 

"Were  freedom's  sparks  convey 'd  through  paths  unknown, 

"And  made  to  reach  their  goal  by  hands  unseen.  — 

"A  sultry  air  of  revolution  swell'd 

"At  once  the  boatman's  sail  on  Finland's  shore, 

"And  stirr'd  the  bristling  hair  of  Cossacks  wild 

"Along  the  banks  where  erst  Medea  sinn'd, 

"On  bearing  in  its  course  the  rebel  sounds 

"Of  the  Bohemian  village-bells,  and  notes 

"Of  indignation  sung  in  verses  bold 

"On  Lithuania's  noble  harp.  —  And  now 

"Already  the  patrician  Pole  was  seen 

"To  ride  abroad  on  richly  barbed  steed, 

"Himself  studded  with  gems,  unfolding  high 

"The  proud  white-eagle-banner  new  revived; 

"And  from  the  broad  domains,  with  open  speech 

"And  kindly  words,  arouse  the  fickle  crowd, 

"That  bent  o'er  the  hereditary  glebe 

"All  water'd  with  the  sweat  of  their  doom'd  brows.  — 

"But  vigilant  a  pale-faced,  hoary  man,^ 

"Replete  with  gold  and  years,  and  more  with  guilt, 

"In  Austrian  Sodoma's  imperial  Hall, 

"With  fox-like  leer  and  unrelenting  heart, 

"Assiduously  took  note  and  orders  sent  — 

"Nor  of  the  pen  that  dipp'd  in  human  blood, 

"Th' insidious  motion  e'er  was  known  to  rest  — 

"And  seem'd  his  soul  a  beacon  nearly  spent, 

"Yet  glimmering  from  a  port  of  dire  repute, 

"Along  the  barren  shores  of  a  dead  sea. — 

"He  thought,  the  fatal  Ghibelline,  alive 
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"To  have,  as  ancient  Vestals,  buried  low 
"The  peoples'  liberties  in  Vienna's  vaults, 
"Because,  in  evil  hour,  they  had  succumb'd, 
"And,  Avith  the  wily  blood-mongers  of  France, 
"Prevaricated  there  upon  the  Seine. 
"And,  not  content  with  bargains  that  he  struck, 
"In  aulic  marts,  for  subjects  (human  ware!) 
"Sold  back  to  Courts,  —  ere  yet  among  the  dead 
"He,  the  execrated  jailor  of  the  mind, 
"Descended  —  ere  appearing  'fore  the  judge 
"Divine  —  he  will'd  that  on  his  brow  should  press 
"The  assassin's  brand  of  infamy  and  shame  I  — 
"The  subtle  venom  of  perfidious  words 
"And  promises,  instiU'd  he  'mong  the  poor, 
"Stirring  the  mire  of  ribald  instincts  there  — 
"And,  with  the  famish'd  Slave  closing  the  price 
"Of  rapine  and  of  murder,  —  in  the  halls 
"Of  their  own  masters,  he,  with  whetted  scythes, 
"The  hireling  mowers  to  fiercest  orgies  drove 
"Of  slaughters  yet  unparallell'd  in  story  — 
"Then  seated  in  the  public  place,  amidst 
"The  long  defiling  of  funereal  cars, 
"With  heinous  calm,  on  proferr'd  hands,  he  paid 
"To  parricides  the  meagre  price  of  heads 
"Lopp'd  off.  And  he,  thou  lifeless  vie  west  there, 
"Saw  in  those  days,  with  the  marauders'  spades, 
"His  father  done  to  death.  The  sacred  head 
"All  like  a  fruit  fell'd  from  the  tree,  did  roll 
"Upon  the  ground  and,  taken  up,  was  sold. — 
"And  by  the  stars'  dim  light,  the  dog,  perchance, 
"Astray  and  hungry,  iapp'd  upon  the  stones 
"The  blood  of  him  who  fed  him  until  then." 
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Records  awaking  of  atrocious  hours. 
These  words  with  delicate  forbearance  he. 
The  minister  of  God,  in  whisper  spake, 
Lest,  with  the  groan  of  mem'ry,  and  the  wrath 
Of  accents,  were  the  soul,  that  just  had  fled. 
Startled  to  feel  in  her  first  doubtful  steps 
Upon  the  threshold  of  the  second  life.  — 
And,  wrapp'd  in  sad  illusion,  he  then  turn'd 
Upwards  his  gaze,  as  did  he  through  the  sky 
Follow  w^hat  baffled  his  enamour'd  glance, — 
And  hush'd  his  voice  became  in  one  deep  sigh. 
Nor  aught  was  heard  within  that  dismal  vale. 
Save  waters  breaking  on  the  torrent's  bed, — 
Then  he  resumed:  "Together  ever  fought 
"The  beauty-gifted  knights,  where  fiercest  raged 
"The  Titan  war.  Along  the  alpine  Waag*° 
"Both  found  themselves  on  that  terrific  morn 
"When,  in  a  land-slip  torn,  their  foes  were  seen 
"Avalanche-like  to  roll  within  the  stream. 
"Well  I  remember  I  —  Since  that  awful  day 
"Adown  the  purple  wave,  beneath  the  flowers 
"That  deck'd  the  winding  borders,  now  and  then 
"A  fleet  of  corpses  silently  there  stole!  — 
"Perch'd  on  some  head,  at  times,  a  raven  croak'd, 
"And  steering  it  appeared, — the  hateful  guide: 
"Whilst  endless  springs,  that  subterraneous  flames 
"Drive  upwards  hot,  the  surface  reached,  and  merg'd 
"In  air  Avith  streaks  of  white  and  circling  smoke. 
"The  conquering  legions,  at  so  strange  a  sight, 
"Involuntary  halted,  and,  in  mute 
"Surprise,  they,  from  the  banks  with  gun  and  flag. 
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"Tender'd  salute,  impress'd  with  pious  awe. 

"For  in  those  vapours  they,  with  fever'd  thought, 

"Deem'd  that  they  saw  the  spirits  of  the  slain 

"Aspiring  upwards  to  their  seat  of  rest !  — 

"In  Acse's  forest  bleak  I  then  again** 

"Did  meet  them  fighting  side  by  side,  between 

"Each  giant  tree,  and  press'd  in  narrow  path. 

"Unceasing  there  a  storm  of  missiles  pour'd, 

"Which  swept  with  equal  haste  both  lives  and  leaves, 

"So  that  the  coming  morn  beheld,  from  out 

"The  tumid  turf,  emerge  the  mushroom  stain'd 

"Mysteriously  with  characters  of  blood. — 

"And  oft  at  eve,  when  hush'd  the  battle's  din, 

"I  saw  them  leaping  from  their  reeking  steeds, 

"And  join  in  whirling  dance,  as  did  of  old 

"Attila's  men  of  might.  — ■  The  songs  chimed  in, 

"And  spurs  beat  time,  —  outspread,  as  carpets  there, 

"The  silken  eagles  lay  vanquished  and  spurn'd  — 

"And  shone  as  lamps  the  villages  in  flames,  — 

"Whilst  here  and  there  the  dead,  in  ghastly  heaps, 

"Witness'd  alone  the  warriors'  festive  scene!" 
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"Yet  'gainst  their  right,  their  valour  and  their  God, 

"Th'  Hungarians  saw  th'  omnipotence  prevail 

"Of  numbers  and  of  treason.  Weeping  stretch'd 

"His  hand  j>erfidious,  he,  the  Lorrainese 

"Imperial  beggar,  and,  though  rack'd  with  shame, 

"In  mercy  crav'd  of  the  Siberian  Czar, 

"The  ready  loan  of  hundred  thousand  men  !  — 

"Forsaking  these  their  distant  lairs  of  ice, 

"They  waded  thro'  the  snows,  slid  down  the  hills, 

"Thro'  wastelands  pass'd  and  never  ending  plains  — 
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"And,  o'er  the  desert  bridges,  clatter'd  loud 
"The  savage  hoofs  of  their  Sarmathian  steeds  — 
"Until  thej^  reach'd  their  destin'd  goal  —  and  here 
"Coldly,  those  silent  slaves,  their  lance  immersed 
"Deep  in  the  noble  Magyar's  ^'eary  heart !  — 
"'T^'as  August's  thirteenth  noon,  and  fell  the  sun 
"Adown  the  top-most  point  of  heaven's  vault, 
"Scourge-like  on  dire  Yilago's  deep  ravines, — *- 
"On  Menes'  grapes,  and  on  Mariso's  wave, — 
"Which,  in  its  bosom,  Avith  the  golden  sands, 
"Commingled  roll'd  the  tears  of  ^var^iors  brave:  — 
"Fell  on  the  endless  plain  that  ocean-like 
"Its  yello^v  harvests  billo^v'd  to  the  breeze;  — 
"Fell  on  the  sAvords  aggrieved  and  glorious  scars 
"Of  speechless  legions  — 't  was  the  fatal  day^ 
"When  the  great  deed  of  treachery  did  laj* 
"Banners  and  weapons  at  the  stranger's  feet!  — 
"Well  may'st  thou.  Poet,  feel  that  never  there 
"Dawn'd  to  the  AVorld  a  day  more  fiercely  fell 
"Than  that,  though  gilt  in  brightest  summer-sheen! 
"With  leaden  wing  the  moments  fled,  and  seem'd 
"Like  long  and  heavy  years  npon  the  mind, — 
"Large  tear-drops  fell  from  eyes  unused  to  weep  — 
"All  felt  that  'neath  their  feet  was  gaping  wide 
"The  tomb  of  their  own  honor  —  lost  for  aye  !  — 
"All  felt  they  gladly  would  have  met  with  death  !- 
"At  intervals  a  sudden  crash  would  break 
"The  silence  of  that  agony  —  and  'twas 
"Some  soldier  that  all  gloomily  his  last 
"Bullet  did  shoot  athwart  his  horse's  head  — 
"Again  a  line  of  smoke  Vv-ould  thither  rise 
"Streaking  awhile  the  limpid  air  —  'twas  then 
"A  chosen  band  who,  having  kiss'd  around 
"With  pious  love  their  holy  native  flag, 
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"All  tatter'd  in  the  brunt  of  eighty  fights/^ 
"Saved  it  from  shame  upon  the  blazing  pyre  — 
"Trembled  the  soldier's  hand  that  bore  the  staff  — 
"A  hand  that  knew  no  fear  —  the  others  round, 
"All  pale^  in  mute  despair,  with  fixed  glance, 
"Follow'd  the  darting  flames,  the  smoke, 
"That  issued  upwards  from  that  parting  friend!  — 
"Some  to  the  neighbouring  wood  wending  their  steps, 
"Hung  on  a  bough  their  saddles  and  their  reins, 
"Their  humbled  arms,  their  martial  vest,  —  their  hope, — 
"Then  on  their  naked  steeds,  themselves  half  bare, 
"Their  glorious  whip  in  hand,  return'd  to  be  '^ 
"Free  denizens  again  of  boundless  heaths  !  — 
"Some  e'en  there  were  who,  loth  to  stoop  to  shame, 
"Their  musket  true  reverted  to  their  heart, 
"And,  to  their  distant  longing  mother,  wafting 
"A  farewell  sigh,  to  God  unchain'd  return'd  1 
"And  of  the  traitor  who  in  murky  mood 
"Rode  down  the  thinning  ranks,  one  drop  of  blood, 
— "His  victims'  blood,  —  the  forehead  sought  and  stain'd. 
"Oh!  Arthur!  Arthur!  All  the  rapid  wave*' 
''That  rolls  on  Istro's  bed,  in  vain  would  strive 
"That  withering  mark  to  cleanse  from  off  thy  brow, 
"Since  Infamy  did  round  thy  finger  place 
"Her  viperous  nuptial  ring  on  Yeno's  plain !  — 
"The  sun  did  set  and  with  it  Hungary  !  — 
"On  the  lone  spot,  on  woods,  and  villas  there, 
"That  night  the  moon — a  mocking  masker  —  smiled!" 
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"And  treason  made  the  gallows'  savage  plant 
"Again  in  Hapsburg's  gardens  freely  shoot  t  — 
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— "'Twas  now  the  season  when  the  boreal  gusts 

"First  herald  winter,  —  when  my  native  seat 

"The  storks,  in  bands  republican,  forsake; 

"And  tenantless  remain  their  faithful  nests, 

"Which  bless  and  cheer  our  hospitable  roofs. — 

"One  morning^  then,  at  early  dawn,  as  I 

"Stepp'd  down  the  hill-side,  through  the  haze  I  view'd, 

"Already  shaping  into  sight,  the  towers 

"Of  Arad  with  its  walls  and  glacis  wide, 

"Where,  o'er  the  level  ground,  methought  I  traced 

"Something  that  darkly  loom'd  afar,  and  seem'd 

"A  mass  confused  of  scaffolds  and  of  graves.  — 

"But  when  th'  increasing  light  glow'd  with  a  beam 

"Of  brightest  copper-tint,  then  all  became 

"Disclos'd,  unto  my  mind  appall' d,  the  work 

"Of  that  most  infamous  of  nights.  There  were*^ 

"Nine  gibbets  in  a  line,  and  thirteen  graves, 

"All  yawning  wide — eight  martyrs  lifeless  hung, 

"Livid  and  dark  already,  from  the  beam  — 

"One  last  figure,  I  saw,  the  dismal  steps 

"Ascending  —  and  a  rope — ^and  struggling  fierce 

"Of  forms  convulsed!  — The  rest,  struck  down  with  lead, 

"Soak'd  in  their  blood,  lay  stretch'd  as  tho'  they  slept. — 

"And  like  the  eternal  group  of  consort  stars, 

"The  Pleiades,  which  had  but  just  before 

"Sunk  glimmering  beyond  th' horizon's  brink, 

"So,  in  their  splendour,  and  with  brow  serene, 

"Vanish'd  those  Pleiades  of  warriors  brave, 

"The  strong  victors  of  battles.  And  't  is  now 

"Ten  years  that  an  entire  people  betray'd 

"Wears  sackcloth  to  their  memory  —  and  they, 

''There,  in  that  sylvan  Santa-Croce,  lie,^' 

"Far  down  in  Hungary,  beneath  the  shrubs, 

"Without  a  stone  to  mark  their  seat  of  rest. 
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"Confused  in  one  sole  glory  —  thither  they 
"God's  judgment  o'er  their  scepter'd  hang-man  wait." — 
But  here  the  evocated  vision  fierce 
Smothered  his  voice.  —  Then  on  the  loved  dead 
Fixing  his  gaze:  "The  halter/'  added  he, 
"They  both  escap'd,  because  till  then  unknown 
"To  fame,  and  for  their  youth;  — jet  doom'd  were  they 
"Ever  to  serve  as  soldiers  to  their  death." — 
And  now,  as  though  a  splendid  record  flash'd 
Fleeting  across  his  soul  so  deeply  hurt. 
He  with  excited  accents  here  pursued:  — 
"Thou  favor'd  child  of  battle  and  of  song, 
"Sandor!  thou  too  didst  perish,  whilst  thy  step'"* 
"Triumphant  moved  along  the  arch  of  life 
"And  fortune,  guided  by  thy  glowing  Muse. 
"Thou  gentle  scion  of  a  plebeian  tree, 
"Who,  Tyrteus-like,  didst  teach  thy  native  tongue,'^ 
"Which  stands  alone,  an  isolated  voice, 
"To  raise  in  manly  notes  the  strain  of  war.— 
"The  tears  of  love,  thou  gather'dst  with  thy  songs 
"Of  mourning  o'er  the  dead,  thy  people  now 
"Do  cherish  as  an  heritage  of  gems. — 
"Where  art  thou  gone  that  thou  dost  not  return? 
"Within  the  nuptial  bed  thy  youthful  bride 
"Awaiteth  thee,  and,  in  the  cradle  near, 
"Murmurs  the  new-born  cherub  of  thy  race.  — 
"Come!  come!  the  beauteous  maidens  of  thy  glen, 
"Unknown  to  their  oppressors,  wreathed  for  thee 
"Each  one  a  garland  tricolor!  — Alas! 
"The  country  knows  not  e'en  the  sod  whereon 
"To  kneel  and  o'er  his  ashes  weep  and  wail!  — 
"Perchance  he  fell  in  battle,  or,  may-be, 
"That,  follow'd  up  after  defeat,  by  night, 
"Bleeding  and  worn,  he  refuge  sought  among 
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"The  rushes  of  some  Transilvanian  moor, 
"And  gave  the  winds  his  last  expiring  verse. 
"Or  yet,  again,  a  hunter  there  of  lives, 
"A  Cossack  wild,  the  weary  soldier  met 
"A  straggler  in  those  solitary  paths^ 
"And  with  his  lance  transfix'd  his  passive  flank; 
"Then  'neath  his  charger's  hoofs  mangled  and  crush'd 
"The  holy  head  wherein  such  treasures  dwelt 
"Of  future  lays  and  charity  of  thought.  — 
"Or  lost  perchance  amidst  the  dismal  depths 
"Of  rugged  cliffs,  a  lonely  wandering  soul, — 
"They  spied  him,  the  fierce  dwellers  of  those  heights, 
"Who,  bent  on  harrassing  the  flying  foe, 
"Roll'd  down  on  all  a  storm  of  massive  blocks  — 
"'Twas  there  he  died  —  and  like  the  strong  and  brave 
"Paladin,  wounded  on  the  fatal  shore 
"Where  rise  the  Pyranees,  may-be,  ere  yet 
"All  dreary  there,  his  eye  did  fix  in  death, 
"He  wound  his  horn  with  deep  despairing  note 
"Invoking  aid  —  but  oh  I  she  heard  him  not, 
"For  lost  and  dead  was  his  Hungarian  Land!  "  — 
Here  silent  grew  the  sorrowing  man,  and  sunk 
Upon  his  knees  to  pray  —  his  gentle  prayer. 
As  tho'  a  thing  divine,  then  taking  wing. 
Disclosed  perchance  afar  the  secret  cell. 
Wherein  the  bard's  afflicted  brow  lies  hid. 
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Unconscious,  I  myself  found  that  I  knelt,  — 
And  when  I  mark'd  that  he  again  return'd 
On  earth  with  fancy's  glance,  render'd  serene 
By  roaming  through  the  worlds  of  light  above. 
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"And  who  art  thou,"  I  ask'd,  "whose  honest  words 
"Thus  from  the  heart  do  flow  with  sorrow's  tears?"- 
— "Humble  and  short  my  story,"  he  replied, 
"Rumanian,  of  thy  race  am  I,  oh  I  Bard  — 
"My  fathers  sprung  from  Latin  warriors,  who, 
"With  Roman  Eagles,  placed  on  Istro's  banks, 
"To  watch  the  unruly  East,  for  ages  have, 
"From  sire  to  son,  forgotten  there  remain'd  — 
"In  Transilvania's  alpine  land  where  dwelP" 
"The  brave  Szeklerians,  was  I  born,  hard  by 
"The  spot  where, 't  is  believed,  that  Sandor  fell.— 
"There,  'midst  the  solemn  woods  of  stately  fir, 
"And  in  the  halls  of  noble  castles,  I, 
"Since  early  boyhood,  nurtured  in  my  heart, 
"With  high-minded  Racoski's  fiery  verse/' 
"Deeply  the  hatred  for  the  stranger's  rule. — 
"Within  the  crystal  of  a  mountain-lake, 
"Azure,  and  deep,  and  placid  —  't  was  my  world  — 
"Where  plunge  to  rest  Aluta's  foaming  waves,  — 
"  Mirror' d  its  snowy  walls  my  native  home.  — • 
"There  on  a  wold^  the  relics  of  a  camp, 
"By  Dacian  Trajan  form'd,  mutely  record 
"The  Eternal  City  when  she  sway'd  the  world. 
"And  by  the  hill-side,  towards  the  plain,  juts  out 
"An  Arab  tomb,  with  its  mysterious  verse 
"And  crescent,  which  recalls  the  days  far  gone 
"When  fortune  smiled  on  Transilvanian  arms. — 
"'Tis  now  ten  j^ears  that,  o'er  those  waters  blue, 
"My  fathers'  dwelling  desolate  reflects 
"Its  ruin'd  pile.  For  there  the  flying  hordes 
"Of  routed  Austrians  halted  once  at  eve  — 
"Nor  sated  with  the  spoil,  in  wanton  rage, 
"The  mansion  and  my  sire  together  burnt  I  — 
"Oh!  agony!  —And  I  — as  all  on  earth 
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'Was  wrested  from  me  —  vow'd  myself  to  God ! " 
This  said,  with  wary  glance  among  the  dead, 
He  turned  his  parting  step,  and  with  his  hand 
Did  sign  me  to  retire,  waving  farewell !  — 
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Spurr'd  on  by  secret  fear  I  left  in  haste 

That  field  of  woe,  —  and  hied  me  thro  a  path 

Which  quicker  reach'd  the  hill  —  and,  rushing  on, 

Methought,  from  time  to  time,  that  I  beheld. 

Athwart  the  parch'd  lips  of  the  tombless  dead. 

Flashing  a  smile  ferociously  —  and  hands 

All  livid  stretching  forth,  which,  groping,  seem'd 

Bent  at  my  limbs  to  clutch  as  on  I  sped.  — 

The  Brenner  riflemen  here,  on  the  turf. 

In  whole  devoted  bands  fallen  I  saw  — 

Better  had  they  with  their  sagacious  hounds  — 

Their  hats  of  felt,  adorn'd  with  mountain-blooms, — 

Still  follow'd  on  the  snows  of  desert  heights. 

Upon  the  Rhoetian  Alps,  the  stone-buck  fleet  — 

Or  slain  upon  the  open  green  the  hare 

That  darted  from  the  bush  disturb'd.  —  And  here 

Lay  too,  with  their  ambrosian  curls  befoul'd 

Alas!  with  dust,  Ens'  knights  (yclep'd  divine!) — ^^ 

Those  warriors  who,  infatuated,  deem 

Tis  glorious  their  bright  sabres'  harmless  steel 

To  sound  along  the  streets  of  groaning  towns  — 

Nor  did  I  fix  my  glance  upon  them  —  but. 

The  summit  having  reach'd,  I  turn'd  to  view 

The  nether  space  which  seemed  but  one  huge  grave ! 
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Now  hastens  to  a  close  this  tragic  feud 

Of  centuries — between  the  Latin  blood. 

And  German  race ;  —  and  from  the  idioms  all,  — 

Which  cunning  Austrian  craft  rear'd  with  the  gall 

Of  hatred  and  of  envy,  —  shall  the  word 

Of  love  soon  issue  now.  —  The  bounteous  Lord, 

With  mountain-chains  immutable  and  strands. 

Has  fix'd  the  limits  of  all  Fatherlands.  — 

Too  much,  already,  has  ambition  strain'd 

Her  greediness  'gainst  what  He  thus  ordain'd. 

Let  all  possess  their  tombs,  their  fathers'  home.  — 

Our  bondage-days  are  o'er  • —  the  hour  hath  come 

When,  ending  the  three  hundred  fated  years, 

Her  laurelled  brow  again  Italia  rears, 

And  with  Redemption's  banner  dries  her  tears. 

Momentous  hour  !  —  which  once  again  shall  raise 

Civilization's  beacon-light,  whose  blaze 

Is  pent  up  in  the  cells,  beneath  that  dome  — 

Where  centres  Priestcraft's  gloomy  might  —  in  Rome. 

And  Italy  shall  brandish  it  once  more. 

And  following  out  her  mission  as  of  yore. 

With  it  new  paths  of  Progress  shall  explore. 

And  thereon  guide  her  sister  nations,  who 

All  own  her  tutoress,  and  mother  too.  — 

'Tis  true  that  still,  where  lie  my  kindred  dead. 

The  execrated  Austrian  chargers  tread  — 

And  that  between  the  Po  and  Alps,  —  between 

Catullo's  lake  and  Adria's  shore  is  seen. 

Writhing  with  torture's  agonizing  pains. 

One  last  Prometheus  bound  with  hundred  chains. — 

True  that  the  dying  Eagle,  famished  now. 
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Buries  its  beak,  and  eye,  and  sickly  brow 

Within  Venetians  heart  —  its  reeking  head 

Then  lifts  unsated  with  the  blood  it  shed  — 

And,  on  the  imperial  robe  cleansing  its  beak^ 

Gives  to  the  world  a  deep  funereal  shriek,  — 

To  which  an  answer  groaningly  the  bleak 

Arches  of  desert  Sansovino  yield, 

The  Epic  Temples,  and  the  barren  field 

Of  Lido, —  where,  upon  its  sands,  still  may 

Be  traced  the  vestige  of  the  Lion's  sway.  — 

But  numbered  are  the  days  of  such  a  feast  {  — 

In  vain  the  Cimbric  legions  from  the  east. 

With  oak-leaves  on  their  casques,  and  spreading  wide 

Their  pall-like  flag,  in  dense  and  ceaseless  tide 

The  bound'ries  pass,  and  here  encamp  —  in  vain  f  — 

Each  hearth  is  here  a  plot,  on  hill  and  plain. 

Each  town  Pontida  now  !  —  a  panic  fills 

The  stranger's  heart,  —  and  all  its  valour  chills.  — 

Vision'd  in  my  prospective  gaze  I  view 

Isonzo's  waters  tinged  with  crimson  hue  — 

And,  'midst  the  vortex  of  its  rapids,  spread. 

In  circling  dances,  many  a  fair-hair'd  head.  — 

Lo  !   in  each  pass  across  the  Alps  now  soar. 

As  o'er  my  roof,  the  banners  tricolor  — 

And  I  a  wanderer  see  whose  turbid  youth 

Bedizen'd  many  diadems,  forsooth  i  — 

With  vacant  stare  he  wends  his  way  alone.  — 

His  tattered  royal  robes  whereon  is  sewn 

An  eagle  dead,  he  drags  through  mire  and  dust  — 

And  of  the  many  servants  he  possess'd 

None  but  the  headsman  's  there  !  —  A  sentence  just 

Condemns  him  humbly  now  to  beg  his  bread. 

There  at  the  gate  of  one,  whose  father's  head 

Was  sever'd  on  the  block  through  his  behest.  — 
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—  How  bright  the  dawn  of  Italy  t  —  how  blest 
Her  morning-star  ascending  in  the  east. 
Whose  beams  in  threefold  tints  adorn  the  skies 
Whilst  pale,  adown  the  western  heaven,  dies 
The  comet  of  the  Hapsburgs'  —  and  arise. 
On  lands  and  oceans,  strains  that  loud  convey 
High  words  of  shame  against  its  parting  ray.  — 

March  1861. 
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NOTES 


*  Page  108.  —  The  Bohemians  have  a  natural  taste  for  Music, 
and  many  of  them  are ,  for  this  reason,  engaged  in  the  musical 
bands  of  the  Austrian  army. 

'  Page  110.  —  A  river  in  Hungary. 

^  Page  112.  —  A  river  in  Hungary. 

*  Page  113.  —  Beyond  the  river  Tibisco  the  revolutionary 
bands  of  '48  assembled  to  drill. 

^  Page  113.  —  Branisco's  pass  was  looked  upon  as  offering  in- 
surmounta  bledifficulties,  yetGuyon,  with  8,000  Hungarians,  forced 
it,  after  having  succeeded  during  the  night  in  placing  some  field- 
pieces  on  the  snowy  heights  around.  —  Such  a  feat  was  then  spoken 
of  as  marvelous. 

^  Page  115  —  It  is  a  known  fact  that  Haynau,  and  other  Au- 
strian Generals,  caused  several  Hungarian  ladies  to  be  flogged. 

"^  Page  116  —  Magyar-Isten  is  the  tutelar  Deity  of  the  Ma- 
gyars according  to  old  traditional  belief. 

^  Page  116  —  The  great  Slave  movement,  which  burst  out  in 
1847  with  fatal  precocity,  and  which,  being  initiated  by  the  Nobi- 
lity, was  misunderstood  by  the  people,  who,  excited  and  tampered 
with  by  Austrian  emissaries,  rose  against  their  patrican  bene- 
factors, committing  the  greatest  atrocities. 

^  Page  117.  —  Prince  Metternick,  Great  Chancellor  of  the  Au- 
strian Empire,  and  principal  cause  of  the  massacres  of  Tarnow 
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^^  Page  119.  —  The  Waag,  a  romantic  river  in  Hungary, 
where  many  battles  took  place,  offers  a  singular  phenomenon,  that 
of  hot  springs  of  water  wiiich,  issuing  from  the  earth  under  its 
course,  bubble  to  the  surface  and  emit  a  quantity  of  white  A^apour. 

^^  Page  120.  —  In  Acse's  forest  the  Honveds  fought  witli  such 
bravery,  that  the  Austrian  Generals  themselves  were  in  great 
admiration  of  their  raw  young  troops ,  who  behaved  with  the 
unflinching  staunchness  of  veterans. 

*^  Page  121,  —  On  the  banks  of  the  river  Mariso,  near  Arad, 
24,000  Hungarians,  with  144  cannon,  surrendered  under  Gorgey  to 
the  Russian  General  Riidiger. 

*^  Page  122.  —  This  number  is  given  by  Charles  Louis  Chassin 
in  his  work  upon  Sandor  Petofi. 

**  Page  122. —This  whip,  well  known  to  the  Austrians,  is 
about  six  yards  in  length  with  small  leaden  balls  at  intervals,  and 
one  larger  one  attached  to  the  end.  The  handle  is  about  two  feet 
in  length  and  the  whip  is  linked  to  it  with  a  small  iron  chain.  The 
Hungarian  herdsmen  use  it  as  the  South-Americans  the  lasso. 

*^  Page  122.  —  Arthur  Gorgey. 

^6  Page  123.  —  On  the  sixth  of  October  1849,  the  Austrian  Go- 
vernment condemned  to  death  13  Hungarian  Generals  and  Officers 
of  the  staff.  Nine  were  hanged;  the  others  were  alloiccd  to  be  shot. 
There  are  few  battles  that  cost  so  many  brave  Generals  as  thus  met 
with  their  death  on  that  day.  —  These  are  the  battles  of  Austria  ! 

^'^  Page  123.  —  Santa-Croce,  a  church  in  Florence,  famed  for 
the  many  great  men  who  have  their  Mausoleums  in  it.  Santa-Croce 
is  in  fact  the  Pantheon  of  Italy. 

*^  Page  124.  —  Petofi  Sandor  (Alexander)  was  born  in  1823  in 
one  of  the  flat-lands  or  ''prairies'''  of  Hungar5\  His  father  was  a 
small  innkeeper  —  but  Sandor  raised  himself  above  his  father's 
sphere  through  his  poetic  genius,  and  became  one  of  the  brightest 
individualities  of  the  Hungarian  insurrection.  —  It  would  appear 
that,  very  recently,  and  since  Aleardi  published  this  poem,  (January, 
this  year)  it  has  been  found  that  Sandor  Petofi  is  still  in  the  land 
of  the  living,  immured  in  a  very  out-of-the-way  State-prison  in 
Bohemia. 

*^  Page  124.  —  It  is  generally  admitted  that  the  Magyar  idiom 


has  no  affinity  with  any  other  in  Europe. 
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^°  Page  126.  —  Transylvania,  the  land  of  the  seven  mountains, 
Siehenbiirgen,  is  the  Switzerland  of  the  East.  The  Carpathians  fold 
it  to  the  South  with  their  gigantic  bulwarks,  where  live  the  Szeklers 
or  Szeklerians,  who  are  a  hardy  branch  of  the  Magyar  race.  They 
were  the  Benjamins  of  General  Bem.  —  Transylvania  is  also  partly 
inhabited  by  the  Valachians  of  the  Rumenian  family,  who  derive 
their  origin  from  the  Roman  Legions,  left  on  the  Danube  after  the 
Dacian  massacres  under  Trajan. 

^^  Page  126.  —  Racoski  is  one  of  the  most  popular  Poets  and 
heroes  of  the  Hungarian  Independence. 

2^  Page  127.  —  The  Austrias  on  the  two  banks  of  the  Ens. 
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TRANSLATION. 

"LA    VITA"    LIFE. 

Extemporaneous  verses  by  the  famous  Italian  Improvvisatore  Rossetti. 


The  Past  is  not  —  but  Recollection's  gaze 
Reflects  its  features  with  their  fading  light  — 
The  Future  's  not  —  but  Fancy's  vivid  rays 
With  Fear  or  Hope  depict  it  dark  or  bright. 
The  Present  only  is  —  a  point  alone  — 
One  instant  spans  it  —  and  the  next  'tis  gone. 
Thus  all  Life's  elements,  together  join'd. 
Are  Recollection,  Hope  and  Fear  —  one  point. 

1861. 

*  II  Passato  non  e  — ma  se  lo  pinge 

La  vana  Rimembranza  — 

II  Fiituro  non  e  —  ma  se  lo  finge 

La  Tema,  o  la  Speranza  — 

II  Presente  solo  e  —  ma  un  punto  solo 

Che  passa  e  fugge  a  volo  — 
Dunque  la  vita  e  appunto 

Rimembranza,  Timor,  Speranza,  —  un  punto. 
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TO   M"    E. 


Fill  the  cup  again  —  again  — 

Drain  its  purple  juice  until 
Vapours,  rising  to  the  brain, 

Bid  each  searing  thought  be  still ! 

Fill  the  cup  —  and  if  thy  breast 

Conscience  scathes  with  scorpion-stin^ 

Quaff  it,  soon  shall  sleep  and  rest 

Shield  thee  with  their  leaden  wing. 

Fill  the  cup,  —  if  friends  forsake. 
If  no  heart  be  true  to  thee  — 

Nought  can  Bacchus  ever  shake. 
Still  thy  soother  will  he  be  ! 

1841, 
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TRAVELLING     SOUTH 

(Thoughts  unspoken) 

IMPROMPTU. 


We  're  ofl'  to  Italy  (  —  what  fun 

We  '11  have  beneath  her  genial  sun ! 

Her  youths^  they  say,  are  very  loving,  — 

Which  soon  we  '11  have  the  power  of  proving 

At  all  events  we  '11  do  our  best, 

And  not  without  success  we  trust. 

For  though  we  're  children  of  the  North, 

Let  us  from  thence  but  once  get  forth, 

And  breathe  Ausonia's  fiery  air,  — 

Our  breast  soon  beats  harmonious  there  !  — 

And  love's  celestial  bliss,  we  feel. 

The  sorrows  all  alone  can  heal, 

Which  Fate,  within  this  vale  of  tears, 

Would  heap  upon  our  youthful  years.  — 

Oh !  Italy,  thou  land  of  love, 
In  thee  in  ecstasy  to  rove. 
And  fold  within  our  snowy  arms 
Some  lover  there  of  swarthier  charms. 
Is  all  our  longing  hearts  desire.  — 
Byron,  we  think,  belied  our  fire:  — 
"The  cold  in  clime  are  warm  in  blood. 
And  ours  is  like  the  lava  flood !  " 
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DEDICATED    TO    M""'   L. 


Acrostic. 


Let  envj.  jealousy,  and  pride 

Yield  pangs  to  all  .the  world  beside  — 

Dread  not!  tliy  heart  shall  scatheless  prove  — 

Intangible  to  all  but  love  — 

Art,  which  has  warmly  clasped  thee  to  her  breast, 

Repels  all  thoughts  that  grovel  in  the  dust^ 

Disclosing  Beauty's  Realm  where  thou  art  blessed. - 

1861. 
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COMFIT  AT  A  MASKED  BALL. 


The  brain  of  woman  is  the  heart  — 
Her  thoughts  all  thence  do  take  their  start 
Nor  careth  she  for  aught  on  earth. 
Save  for  what  thence  derives  its  birth. 
And  you,  my  fair  one,  who  are  not 
Unlike  the  rest,  must  share  this  lot. 
And  prove,  in  keeping  wi,th  this  rule, 
Your  head  to  be  your  bosom's  tool. 

And  what's  your  bosom  ?  —  Shall  I  say  ? 
'Tis  like  a  fort,  that,  giving  way. 
Allowed  a  captain  brave  and  strong. 
In  it  with  all  his  force  to  throng. 
And  plant  his  flag  triumphant  there. 
As  badge  of  sovereign-right  for  e'er  ! 

But  Austrian  was  that  flag,  and  you 
Must  to  those  colours  needs  prove  true, 
And,  though  beneath  Italia's  sky, 
Thus  heart-enslaved,  must  weep  and  sigh 
O'er  her  bright  dawn  of  liberty. 
Which  fills  with  joy  all  other  eye  — 
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And  with  an  angry  look  reveal, 

What  in  your  heart  you're  doomed  to  feel; 

Albeit  your  noble  British  blood. 

If  unperverted,  surely  would 

Side  with  the  Roman  race,  and  force 

Your  thoughts  adown  their  genuine  course. 

And  bid  you  cease  to  show  you  bent 

On  being  Oppression's  instrument  — 

For  well  we  know  the  freedom-born, 

Exults  where  bondage-ties  are  torn  I  — 

Adieu  f  —  the  masker  says  no  more  — 
But,  ere  this  new-born  year  be  o'er. 
If  you  have  not  Italian  grown  — 
Remember  then,  you  must  be  gone  I  — 
Or  public  sneers  will  you  compel, 
Thenceforward,  in  that  land  to  dwell. 
Where  sways  the  flag  you  love  so  well. 

February  1862. 
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WHAT    DO    WE    LIVE    FOR  ? 

(In  answer  to  the  above  question  put  to  me  by  the  Countess  M.) 
(impromptu). 


Why  speed  we  through  life's  rugged  way? 
Why  doomed  within  this  world  to  stray? 

We  ask,  but  ask  in  vain  — 
For  none  can  solve  the  secret  deep;  — 
None  know  where  leads  the  final  leap, 

When  drops  our  earthy  chain  !  — 

Religion,  with  illusion  mild. 

Our  throbbing  heart,  our  spirit  wild. 

Just  soothes  awhile  alone  — 
For  Reason  tears,  with  piercing  light. 
The  film  thus  tendered  to  our  sight. 

Then  wastes  in  space  unknown. 

Yet,  yet,  when  love  invades  our  breast, 
When  with  its  flame  our  souls  are  blessed, 

An  eager  answer's  given: 
We  live  to  love,  our  hearts  unite 
To  clear  our  thoughts,  to  scare  the  night, 

For  then  we  know  what's  heaven  ! ! 

1862. 


141  ^ 


ON    MY    SWEET    DAUGHTER    EUGENIA  S 

THIRTEENTH   BIRTHDAX. 

(IMPROMPTU). 


Eugenia  now  begins  her  teens  — 

And,  when  they  end,  where  will  she  be? 

Perchance  she'll  witness  other  scenes. 

Far  from  her  mother  and  from  me.  — 

If  such  her  lot,  oh  !  let  her  mind 

And  heart  be  meek  and  simple  still. 

For  then  within  this  world  she'll  find 

More  joy  than  tears  —  more  warmth  than  chill. 

1862. 
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TO     F.    D.    F.    (my    cousin) 
A  Valentine  or,  rather,  a  joke. 


To  thee  I  send  these  fragrant  flowers 
Culled  by  my  hand  in  Beauty's  bowers  — 
And  in  them,  if  thine  eyes  can  read. 
Thou  'It  find  . . .  (they  must  be  sharp  indeed!) 
—  Though  dark  as  night  and  bright  as  daj', 
Those  eyes  look  not  the  proper  way, 
Else  they  would  see  that  in  my  breast 
Exists  thine  only  hope  of  rest. 
That  I  yet  love,  I  dare  not  say. 
But,  something  very  like,  I  may  — 
And  wouldst  thou  but  be  wiser  soon, 
Next  year  might  see  our  honey-moon  ! 
Enclosed  thou  'It  find  a  little  curl 
From  my  sweet  self 

Thy  loving  girl. 
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RAINY    DAY 

(with  r'nymes  dictated  beforehand  by  Eugenia,  Christina, 
my  daughters,  and  Miss  I.) 


Sadness  descends  upon  the  heart  when  ram 

Darkens  with  lowering  clouds  the  living  day  — 

For  gloom  seems  ever  Nature's  badge  of  pain. 

And  mirth's  concomitant  the  solar  7'ayl 

Yet  he,  the  sturdy  wight,  whose  only  gam 

Lies  in  the  fruits  of  earth,  methinks,  will  say 

That,  stranger  quite  to  sentimental  strain, 

The  watering  cares  of  Nature  make  him  gay, 


And  logical,  in  sooth,  is  such  a 
And  side  we  willing  with  the  jovial 
Although  he  think  our  poesy  but  a 


joy, 

fellow, 

toy. 


For  idlers,  who,  through  dreaminess,  wax       yelloio. 
Blue  skies  or  rain  affect  not  such  a  loy. 

Who  clings  to  Nature's  lap  and  there  grows  mellow. 

1862. 
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"LA  LEGGITRICE" 
(the    girl    reading) 

statue  by  Magni  of  Milan. 


In  her  lone  room,  though  dressed  for  soft  repose. 
Sleep  flies  the  lid  of  the  Italian  maid^  — 
And,  by  the  taper's  light,  seated  upon 
The  rough  chair  of  her  modest  home,  she  pores 
O'er  the  bright  pages  of  her  patriot  bard,  — • 
Fanning,  within  her  virgin  heart,  the  flame 
Of  love  for  her  own  glorious  sunny  land. 
Still  by  the  tread  of  foreign  hordes  profaned. 


Read  in  that  sweet  and  yet  determined  glance. 
The  fiery  thoughts  that  stir  her  every  nerve; 
And  in  that  chiselled  lip  of  dawning  youth. 
Sideways  compressed,  and  inward  softly  curved, 
The  breathless  tension  mark,  the  moment's  fear, 
Relaxing  into  joy  —  perchance  the  deed 
Of  daring,  pictured  in  the  glowing  verse. 
Her  hero  now  triumphantly  achieves  !  — 
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Between  the  parted  linen  hangs  adown 

Her  softly  billowing  breast,  the  Mdge  of  faith  — 

The  faith  in  Italy's  new  destinies, 

Centered  in  him,  whose  image  there  she  bears,  - 

The  legendary  warrior  brave  and  true,  — 

The  victor  of  a  hundred  fights  —  the  one. 

The  fated  7nan,  beneath  whose  flaming  sword 

The  Philistines  of  Italy  shall  learn 

How  far  the  Latin  race  is  quick  anew !  — 


Her  own  brave  race,  and  glorious  summer-land. 
Whose  classic  earth  e'en  yet  the  world  reveres 
As  fountain-head  of  Science  and  of  Art ! 
Did  she  but  own  a  stout  arm  that  could  wield 
The  lance  or  sword,  how  soon  her  lot  she'd  seal 
And  mix  enraptured  where  the  tricolor 
Ausonian  sways,  to  vanquish  or  to  die  ! 


Alas  t  such  wish  is  vain,  —  her  gentle  sex 
The  world  debars  from  Glory's  lists,  —  yet  she 
Vows  that  her  maiden  heart  shall  never  yield. 
But  to  the  brave,  in  whom  the  glorious  scars 
Attest  the  love  he  bore  his  native  soil. 
And  if  maternal  duties  once  be  her's. 
The  first  of  cares  shall  be  to  teach  her  child 
Its  lisping  prayer  to  raise  to  God  above. 
That  he  vouchsave  to  smile  on  her  loved  land. 
Humbled  too  long  beneath  the  Croat's  grasp. 

10 
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Such  are  the  thoughts  the  Leggitrice's  brow, 

So  beautiful,  so  true,  so  deep  in  soul, 

Quickens  within  the  heart  of  those  who  gaze  — 

Such  are  the  thoughts  her  modest  virgin  form. 

So  grand  in  her  simplicitj^  so  full 

Of  softest  charm  poetical,  induce 

Within  the  spheres  where  fancy  loves  to  roam.  - 

And  if  Communion  sweet  too  oft  we  hold 

With  that  loved  brow  and  modest  frame  of  grace, 

Loth  do  we  feel  to  part  from  her,  as  though. 

Through  this  our  pilgrimage  on  earth,  she  were 

The  friend  long  sought  in  vain,  but  found  at  last ! 
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ON    THE    BEAUTIES    OF    FLORENCE 
(Yerlict  of  a  butterfly). 


Among  the  Saints  in  heaven  ^yhilom  there 
Arose  a  quarrel  rather  strange,  and  rare:  — 
S'.  Peter  praised  his  Rome  up  to  the  sky  — 
S'.  Piiul  said  nought  ^Yith  London  town  could  vie ' 
Whilst  elegant  S^  Roch,  all  etiquette. 
Declared  that  Paris  was  the  Avorld's  known  pet. — 
S^  Patrick  swore  with  Dublin  none  could  pull,  — 
And  Constantine  talked  loud  of  Istambul. 
S*.  Stephen  stepping  in,  with  accents  high. 
Compared  his  Vienna  to  the  Saviour's  eye  — 
"Oh!  then  I'll  wipe  it  with  my  Venice  dear,"  — 
Grinned  in  S.  Mark,  "for,  sure,  it  bears  a  tear." 
"Not  so,  my  friend,  the  moistures  that  besmear 
"That  noisome  Austrian  heap,  are  only  beer!" 
With  bitter  sarcasm  S.  Gennaro  said,  — 
Adding  with  a  bombastic  tone,  "my  shade 
"Wanders  in  Naples,  where  my  bottled  blood 
"Works  rare  sensation  —  by  the  leave  of  God ! " 
"And  I,  with  heart-felt  pride,  believe  that  ne'er 
"A  town  upon  the  planet  Earth  can  bear 
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"Comparison  with  my  Parthenope, 
"The  like  of  which  no  wight  again  shall  see  t" 
Then  S.  Zanobi  strove  to  speak,  but  awe 
Congealed  his  lip  and  paralysed  his  jaw, 
For  Michael  with  his  flaming  sword  appeared  — 
And  sainted  spirits  all  that  weapon  feared  — 
So  that  they  hushed  their  bickerings  loud,  and  he 
Thus  spake  to  all  those  good  old  souls:  "May  be 
"That  no  one  is  in  fault,  but  God  above 
"Has  hither  sent  me  to  desire  ye  move 
"Away  from  one  another,  as  ye  make 
"Such  noise  uncomely  that  the  world  ye  shake!  — 
"S*.  Thomas,  famed  for  truth  among  ye  all, 
"Is  called  upon  to  pacify  your  brawl. 
"Let  him  therefore  decide,  and  all  ye  must 
"Abide  by  what  he  needs  will  deem  is  just." 
—  S^  Thomas  smiled,  —  his  forefinger  he  raised. 
And  with  it  slight  his  wrinkled  forehead  grazed: 
"This  is  what  I  propose,  so  listen,  pray, 
"And  if  ye  give  me  your  assent, — just  say:  — 
"We  '11  send  one  of  our  cherubs  down  on  Earth, 
"And  deck  her  out  in  beauty  from  her  birth, 
"And  she  shall  be  so  placed  as  free  to  strike, 
"Athwart  the  world,  whatever  path  she  like. 
"Then,  in  her  heart,  we  must  of  course  instill 
"The  fickle  instinct  and  inconstant  will, 
"That,  to  some  puzzling  end,  are  made  to  cling 
"To  butter -flies  and  their  gay-coloured  wing. 
"For,  like  that  flittering  insect,  she  must  roam 
"Until  her  in-born  taste  find  Beauty's  home. 
"She  shall  go  north  and  south,  and  all  survey 
"The  towns  that  wellnigh  caused  here  an  affray.— 
"But  where,  at  length,  she  settles,  that  must  be 
"Declared  the  choicest  place.  —Do  all  agree?  "  — 
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S^  Peter  said  "he  thought  the  plan  was  good/' 
Then  muttered  to  himself:  "that  they  who  could" 
"Humbug  the  world  at  large,  no  doubt^  were  ready" 
"To  rivet  to  his  Rome  the  fairest  lady  I" 

S^  Roch  deemed  he  was  safe  "for  Fashion's  seat" 
"Was  the  best  bait  for  papillons  (V elite''  — 

Whilst  too  S'.  Paul  did  think  "the  richest  spot" 
"Would  fix  the  helle  for  sure,  —  he  doubted  not." 

In  short  in  every  Saint  the  hope  stood  high 
That  his  own  town  would  win  the  butterfly. 

And,  therefore,  'twas  agreed,  and  soon  the  morn 
Broke  on  the  world  when  fairy  "iVe^"  was  born. 
Indeed  they  made  her  beautiful  —  all  had 
Obtained  from  Nature  leave  one  charm  to  add. 
Thus,  when  her  frame  had  reached  its  noontide  ray. 
She  shone  afar  the  wonder  of  the  day. 
And  she  began  her  course  by  fits  and  starts. 
And  crossed  all  Europe  through  its  loveliest  parts. 
But  Paris,  London,  Vienna,  failed  to  enthrall 
Her  heart,  —  and  though  she,  needs,  did  love  them  all^ 
Still  none  did  answer  quite  the  spark  within  her. 
None  had  the  true  prerogatives  to  win  her. 
She  went  on  for  some  years,  without  her  yet 
Choosing  a  spot  whereon  her  mind  to  set. 
And  all  the  Saints,  in  breathless  expectation. 
Followed  her  steps,  and  hoped  for  consolation. 
Upon  my  word,  it  must  have  been  a  sight, 
Just  then  to  view  those  denizens  of  light  f 
—  At  length,  howe'er,  she  reached  a  city  which  is 
Third-rate  in  size,  though  first  in  taste  and  riches. 
'Tis  called  the  cradle  of  the  arts^  and  there 
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Doth  Beauty's  spell  embalm  the  very  air. 

'Tis  Flora's  bower  and  Florence  is  its  name  — 

And  Net  enamoured  of  that  spot  became  — 

It  touched  the  "corde  sensiUe''  of  her  heart. 

There  she  would  live  'till  from  the  world  she  part,  t 

S^  Thomas  then  declared  the  laurel-crown 

Was  fairly  won  by  S^  Zanobi's  town. 

And  that  he  hoped,  according  to  their  word, 

All  would  make  friends,  and  satisfy  the  Lord. 

Great  silence  reigned  —  all  speechless  left  the  place, 

And  walked  alone  athwart  the  realms  of  space. 

But  S^  Zanobi  went  to  Florence  straight. 
And  tried  to  do  his  best  for  Netta's  fate  — 
He  spoke  to  her  in  dreams  —  and  then  he  blessed 
Her  heart,  endowing  it  Y/ith  peace  and  rest. 
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TO    HER    WHO    CAN    UNDERSTAND. 


Yes !  wounded  pride  suits  well  Diana's  face  — 
It  curls  the  lip,  the  tender  nostril  swells. 
Betrays  the  lightening  through  the  sun-lit  eye. 
And  on  the  stately  brow  where  Luna  sways, 
It  knits  the  frown  that  bodes  the  ready  storm. 

—  Thus  let  her  features  bide  —  it  is  a  boast 
For  me  to  cause  such  beauteous  fierceness  there, 
Which  not  the  limner's  nor  the  sculptor's  eye 
Whether  it  turn  north,  west,  or  east,  or  south. 
With  equal  charm  shall  e'er  behold  again. 

—  I  crave  not  pardon  —  nought  I've  done  or  said 
But  what  was  prompted  by  sincere  regard  — 
And  if  such  feelings  now  be  thus  repaid 

I  wonder  not  —  in  this  our  world  I  know 
How  far  such  brilliant  living  flower  be  loth 
To  plod  along  the  common  path,  and  be 
Kind  to  the  friend  and  bitter  to  the  foe. 
She  shapes  out  for  herself  an  alley  bright. 
Flanked  with  the  trophies  of  each  kneeling  knight 
Whose  heart  she  pierced  within  the  lists  of  love. 
"  Vce  victis ! "  for  them  not  a  smile  but  scorn 
She  lavishes  at  large  —  whilst,  syren-like. 
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Her  charms  are  brought  to  bear  on  those  alone. 

Who  yet  resist  her  with  a  scatheless  breast.  — 

—  Perchance  her  course  is  right  —  the  tyrant  man 

Deserves  Diana's  unrelenting  dart. 

He  who  so  oft  could  trifle  with  her  kind, 

Now  let  him  rue  beneath  her  keen  revenge. 

And,  on  this  plea^  if,  mixed  up  with  the  rest. 

I  too  be  chained  a  martyr  to  the  rack, 

I  care  not,  let  it  be  —  may  woman  fair 

Reap  satisfaction  sweet  from  my  despair !  — 
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TRANSLATION    OF    FILICAJA's 


FAMOUS     SONNET. 


Italia  f  Italia !  whom  did  Fate  endow 

With  beauty's  hapless  gift,  —  from  whence  arose 
The  fatal  heirship  of  thine  endless  woes, 

Through  harrowing  grief  now  furrowed  on  thy  brow  ? 

Oh  !  less  of  charms  and  more  of  might  hadst  thou, 
To  raise  more  dread  or  less  of  lust  in  those 
Who  'neath  thy  sunny  spell  seem  to  disclose 

Hearts  that  can  melt  —  though  Thee  to  death  they  vow. 

Then  would  I  not  adown  the  Alpine  heights 

See  warriors  pour,  —  nor  blood-stained  view  the  wave 
Of  Po  thus  quaffed  by  steeds  of  Gallic  knights  — 

Nor  Thee  behold,  stripped  of  thine  own  good  glaive. 

To  foreign  arms  entrust  thy  feuds  and  fights. 
And  bide  in  triumph  or  defeat  ....  a  slave  ! 
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LETTER    TO    M^^    .... 

(From  the  Ardenza  during  the  bathing  season. 
Written  currente  calamd]. 


My  good  dear  friend,  I  take  the  pen 
To  thank  you  for  your  note,  and  then 
To  give  you  all  our  news,  which  are 
Not  bad,  I'm  glad  to  say,  thus  far. 
The  dreadful  heat  has  passed,  and  now 
Our  pleasant  Aveather  is,  I  trow^ 
As  good  as  what  you  can  possess, 
At  Courmayeur,  in  lointer-clress  I 


You  say  you  lead  a  quiet  life,  — 
But  boisterous  pleasures  must  be  rife, 
Methinks,  where,  from  yourself  to  Dolly, 
All  are  concomittants  o^  folly!  (Folli)  *) 


We've  folly  here  too,  for,  they  say. 
We  '11  have  a  row  next  Saturday.  — 


')  Sig.  Aw.  Francesco  Folli,  mio  cugino  ed  ottinio  amico. 
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As,  it  would  seem,  the  fiery  y^ecl 

Intend  to  rise  and  blood  to  shed  \ 

They  say  that  kings  and  laws  are  stuff". 

Which  ages  back  were  good  enough. 

But  which  the  world  does  now  disown 

To  raise  but  Freedom  to  the  throne  ! 

Their  freedom  meaning  each  to  take 

What  others  hold  but .  .  .  l>y  mistake  I — 

And  laws  there  must  be  none  until 

Each  of  the  7^eds  has  had  his  fill. — 

For  then  of  course  —  you  're  well  aware™ 

They'd  make  them  to  protect  .  .  .  their  share! 


I  think  indeed  that  none  will  move. 
And  that  this  fuss  is  meant  to  prove 
That  they  exist  —  as  if  we  had 
Not  proofs  enough  of  people  .  .  .  "^nad !  — 
I  wish  they  did  bat  stir,  for  they 
Might  get  a  lesson  for  their  pay. 
Which  would  outroot  for  many  years 
This  peste  that  costs  us  bloody  tears. 


Tester  morn,  at  our  first  glance. 
Along  the  blue  wave's  broad  expanse.. 
We  marked  a  steamer  which  had  struck 
Upon  the  rocks  where  Pisa's  luck 
Forsook  her  in  the  fatal  fight 
With  Genova,  and  Meloria  hight. 
There  too  was  foUy  I  —  who  could  run 
On  shore,  as  that  poor  boat  had  done 
Had  folly  not  been  there  to  steer? 
Indeed  the  thing  was  very  queer ! 
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Yet  thought  we  when  we  saw  her  flag 
It  so  must  fare  with  folks  wlio  Jjrag, 
And  ceased  our  marvelling  when  we  knew 
That  she  was  French  —  and  so  will  vou ! 


This  morning  she  got  off,  and  I 
Would  bet  the  skipper  '11  say:  ''It's  a  lie! 
"He  never  struck  —  oh  I  no,  for  he 
"Knew  every  rock  on  every  sea  — 
"He  only  stopped  —  ime  demoiselle 
"  Wishing  to  sketch  V arcade  fort  belle  — 
"And  he  could  not,  par  trop  gallant, 
"Cause  beautv  srief  un  seal  instant  T' — 


A  pic-nic  t'other  day  we  made, 
And  for  eighteen  had  covers  laid  — 
I  did  not  feel  inclined  to  laugh, 
Yet  joined  the  rest  in  fun  and  chaff,  — 
And,  when  we  reached  champagne  and  roast, 
I  rose  and  gaily  pledged  a  toast. 
In  which  the  feelings  I  laid  bare 
Of  many  a  youth  and  lady  there,  — 
And  drank  at  length  to  friendship's  tie  — 
(Comprising  in  it  you  and  I) — 
They  clapped  and  cheered  me  long  and  loud, 
So  that  I,  needs,  felt  almost  proud! 
And  this  is  folly  too,  I  fear,  — 
For  pride,  indeed,  deserves  a  sneer. 
When  we  reflect  on  our  career 
Within  this  finite  world,  where  all 
At  best  must  end  beneath  a  pall  — 
For  we  a  beating  heart  but  own, 
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Dependent  on  a  power  unknown, 
Whose  will  doth  crush  us  when  it  likes. 
Nor  sends  to  warn  us  when  it  strikes. 


It  strikes  me,  though,  I've  said  enough, 
(Please  do  not  call  it  all,  all,  stuff) 
And  with  this  mem  on  human  end^ 
I  take  my  leave,  and  am  your  friend. 


TO    Mr    AND    MISS    N. 

(In  answer  to  some  verses  they  addressed  us  after  having 
lived  with  us  at  the  Ardenza.) 


Yes !  we  liked  Ardenza's  season 

Both  on  shore  and  on  the  sea  — 

And  we  liked  it  with  good  reason 
For  we  shared  your  "com2)agme." 

Not  the  noise  of  worldly  pleasures 
Yielded  there  a  sense  of  joy  — 

But  your  well-stored  hearts  whose  treasures 
Mixed  with  ours  without  alloy. 

On  the  paths  of  thought  where,  silent. 

We  sought  truth  and  light,  we  met, 
And  our  lips  a  kindred  smile  lent 


Which  we  never  shall  forget ! 
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A     SONG. 


air:  ""When  other  lips  and  other  hearts. 


If  in  this  world,  where  all  must  share 
Alike  their  -sveight  of  woe, 

I  falter  "neath  the  grasp  of  care 
Or  sorrow  bends  me  low  — 

E'en  then,  e"en  then  a  thought  can  lend 

Its  soothing  balm  to  me: 
The  thought  that  I  possess  a  friend 

The  noblest  friend  in  thee. 

And  should  a  day  but  dawn  the  while. 
All  decked  in  roseate  hue, 

And  Nature  wear  her  sweetest  smile 
And  flowers  my  path  bestrew, — 

If  fail  me  then  thy  glance  serene. 
Such  joy  will  cheerless  be  — 

For  bieak  to  me  the  sunlit  scene 
When  centered  not  in  thee  !  — 
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AN     EPITAPH. 


Ci  git  Piron  qui  ne  tut  ricn 
Pas  nieme  academicien. 


There  lies  within  this  tomb  a  simple  wight, 

To  whom  was  oft  applied  a  harsher  name,  — 

In  fact  they  called  him  ass,  as  well  they  might 
For  such  the  title  of  his  humble  fame. 

And  yet  if  life  were  better  understood 

According  to  the  Gospel,  all  would  find 

That  people  judged  above  as  truly  good 

Are  only  those  yclept:  "" the  poor  171  mind." 

And  then  the  statesmen  great,  and  warriors  true, 
The  men  of  Science,  and  of  Art,  alas ! 

With  pity  would  be  looked  upon,  and  due 

Homage  all  men  would  pay  but  to  the  ass  I 

Newton  said  (and  he  knew  what's  what,  I  trow,) 
That  knowledge  only  made  one  thing  quite  clear. 

And  that  is  that  ice  notldng  hnoio  —  so  now 
Is  not  the  ass  a  first  rate  elf,  poor  dear  ? 
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Shame  then  to  those  who  vainly  soar  with  thought; 

And  honor  be  to  him  who  sleeps  beneath 
This  stone!  — He  wisely  kept  to  what  the  Bible  taught^ 

And  knew  precisely  nothing  until  death !  — 


u 
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MUCH  MIST  AND  ONE  RAY  OF  LIGHT. 


I  know  not  where  or  what  Thou  art. 

Thou  Lord  of  all  we  see, 
Yet  own  the  promptings  of  my  heart, 

Which  raise  my  thoughts  to  Thee. 

Oh  !  tell  me  why  Thou  gavest  breath 

To  this  my  form  of  clay. 
That  plods  its  weary  course  to  death 

In  anguish  and  dismay? 

I  gaze  above,  around,  in  vain. 

Through  Nature's  realms  enquire. 

But  ne'er  one  spark  of  light  obtain 
To  scan  life's  secret  dire. 

""The  finite  world  lolierein  ive  move 
Immures  the  icings  of  reason  — 

Our  efforts  all  must  sterile  prove 
To  force  our  narrow  prison.'' 
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Such  is  the  sentence  of  the  Sage, 
And  needs  the  humbler  wight^ 

Must,  with  such  cheerless  thoughts^  assuage 
His  thirst  for  further  lio^ht. 


2. 


When  we  behold  our  frame  and  see 
The  marks  of  slow  decay. 

And  deem  how  soon  'tis  doomed  to  be 
The  slimy  maggot's  prey, — 

Some  then  audaciously  may  lift 

Their  frenzied  orbs  and  cry: 
"  Why  force  on  us  life's  thorny  gift, 
"" If  vilely  thus  to  die?  — 

""  Elsewhere  did  man  perchance  offend 

""The  Godhead  and  rel)el? 
''And  is  our  Earth  the  world  to  send 

""Such  culprit  —  is  this  Hell?  — 

And,  meanwhile,  men  of  weaker  mould 
With  lowly  drooping  head, 

Will  thus  their  ruffled  thoughts  unfold 
In  agony  and  dread: 

"  Whate'er  our  fate,  oh  I  let  our  hreast 
"Repulse  all  vice  and  evil, 

''And  follow  Virtue's  stern  'behest, 
"  To  lorest  us  from  the  Devil !  — 
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Such  words  alike  my  lips  refuse 

To  proffer  up  to  Thee — 
They  may  suffice  the  mind  obtuse 

But  not  the  brave,  the  free ! 

To  reach  the  realms  of  Truth  and  Good 
Mine  eager  thoughts  aspire. 

Therein  to  reap  celestial  food. 
And  slake  my  soul's  desire. 

Yet  not  the  frown  of  vulgar  fears 
Can  thus  my  heart  incline, 

To  yearn  for  Virtue's  sunny  spheres. 
And  woo  Thy  glance  divine  1 


There  shines  within  the  soul  a  star 

More  brilliant  than  the  sun,  ' 

Illumining  a  path  afar, 

Which  leads  to  Heaven  on.  ' 

It  is  the  path  in  Jacob's  dream. 

The  ladder  he  descried. 
Where  Angels,  from  the  Mind  Supreme, 

To  meet  Earth's  children  plied. 

And  on  that  track  ethereal  oft 

To  gifted  minds  is  given, 
The  power  to  blend,  in  whispers  soft, 

With  denizens  of  heaven. 
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'Tis  then,  released  from  passion's  sway. 

The  spirit  soars  above 
The  wayward  blindness  of  our  clay, 

To  realms  of  Truth  and  Love. 

And  when  we  mix  again  withal 
In  this  our  world  of  strife, 

The  dastard  earth-born  instincts  all 
Seem  cancelled  from  our  life. 

Then,  then  the  spirit  brave  and  free 

Discards  the  ways  of  evil, 
Secure  of  immortality, 


And  sneering  at  the  Devil! 
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LETTER    TO    Mr.    ELLA. 


My  dear  Mr.  Ella, 
From  Florence  ""la  Ijella'' 

I  pen  you  two  lines,  in  reply 
To  the  very  spruce  note. 
You  to  my  daughter  wrote. 

Full  of  wit  very  pointed  and  sly. 


When  with  us  here,  no  doubt. 
You  felt  much  like  a  trout 

Doomed  to  creep  on  the  grass  of  a  lawn  - 
But  to-day  that  you  're  back 
On  your  natural  track, 

All  the  maiming  effects  are  withdrawn. 


Yes !  our  Ella  quite  bright, 
In  his  sovereign  might 

Of  the  Musical  Union  as  king, 
Looking  down  on  the  world, 
'Neath  his  proud  glance  unfurl'd. 

On  his  Pegasus  now  rides  full  ioi7ig. 
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At  Rusciano  we  all 

Read  your  book^  big  and  small, 

And  in  chorus  "I)ravissimo''  cried  — 
Thus  if  you  to  this  place 
E'er  your  steps  should  retrace. 

We  shall  offer  a  treat  to  your  pride. 


But  the  trumpets  of  war, 

Would  your  dulcet  thoughts  mar  — 

For  an  artist  hates  wrangling  and  strife  — 
So^  just  yet,  it  is  best 
You  don't  move  southward,  lest 

You  should  risk  here  your  own  precious  life. 


When,  howe'er,  the  Cyclone, 
Which  will  burst  here  full  soon, 

Has  swept  past  us  and  all  is  serene  — 
Then  return  here  and  be 
Not  a  trout  but  a  bee. 

Making  honey  in  this  classical  scene. 


In  this  land  of  the  brave. 
Whose  bright  genius  e'er  gave 

To  the  world  the  chief  beacons  of  fame. 
Here  again  take  thy  rest. 
And  inhale  the  quick  zest 

Which  for  ao;es  endures  here  the  same. 
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HYMN 

"Written  on  board  the  "Principe  Tommaso" 
on  our  way  to  Egypt  in  1866. — 


(The  Rev.  E.  P.  Hammond,  of  New  York,  who  was  one  of  the  passengers, 
was  wishful  to  write,  but  the  spirit,  just  then ,  did  not  move  him  ,  and  I 
made  bold,  therefore,  to  tender  my  pen  as  a  rhymer.  The  Rev.  gentleman, 
much  surprised,  accepted  my  proffered  aid,  and  gave  me  the  subject  and 
rhythm.  The  following  lines  are  what  my  Muse  then  produced  —  they 
have  since  been  sung  all  over  the  United  States,  si  vera  sunt  exposita.) 


In  this  cell  of  clay  the  soul 

Lingers  on  in  sorrow  pent; 
But  the  hope  in  Christ  doth  cheer  us  on  our  way; 

For  our  bonds  of  flesh,  we  know^ 

Very  soon  shall  all  be  rent, 
And  His  mercy  usher  in  eternal  day. 

Chorus:  Hope,  hope,  hope  we  '11  ever  cherish 
In  our  passing  bondage  here, 
Christ  who  for  our  sins  did  perish, 
Watcheth  o'er  each  mortal's  tear. 


Bright  within  us  streams  the  light 
Of  the  Gospel's  beacon  star. 
And  its  genial  rays  dispell  our  darker  mood; 
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For  it  guides  us  o'er  life's  main. 
To  Redemption's  port  afar. 
Pouring  ever  in  our  hearts  ethereal  food. 

Chorus:  Hope,  hope,  hope  &c. 


They  whose  thoughts  astray  are  led 

By  the  craft  of  Satan's  arts. 
Let  that  bounteous  star  reclaim  to  truth  and  love; 

Let  its  holy  sheen  induce 

Jesus'  spirit  in  their  hearts. 
And  their  souls  thereby  redeem  for  God  above. 

Chorus :  Hope,  hope,  hope  &c. 

1866. 
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ACROSTIC. 


Cherisli  within  thy  heart  the  simple  joy, 
Heaven-born  in  the  soul,  when  early  youth, 
Artless,  within  an  atmosphere  of  truth. 
Roams  all  in  gladness  fearless  of  alloy.  — 
Look  not  for  pleasure  in  the  giddy  scene 
Of  the  beau-^nonde,  where  all  but  seek,  I  ween. 
To  suit  their  aims  of  folly  and  of  pride  — 
The  native  treasures  of  thy  soul  divide 
Equally  among  thy  friends  and  those  whose  lot 

Knows  but  of  life  the  thorns,  thou  feelest  not  — 
Ever  and  ever  Charity  must  be 
Laden  with  all  that  God's  all  bounteous  hand 
Secured  of  bliss  to  man  —  Be  sure,  my  friend. 
On  one  sole  path  to  tread :  PUilantUro])y !  — 
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ACROSTIC. 


Retained  distant  far  from  his  own  Eastern-land, 

Unsettled  and  weary  lie  lay  — 

Stifling  sorrow  he  rested  his  brow  on  his  hand. 

To  dream  over  scenes  passed  away  — 

East- ward  gazed  he  the  while,  when  behold  I  as  the  sun 

Made  its  blushing  appearance  one  day. 

Bright  a  beam  shaped  on  air  sweet  an  image  so  fair, 

Enticing  at  once  his  again  smiling  glance  — 

Yet  'tis  fleeting  —  'tis  past !  —  the  loved  meteor  is  gone!  f 

1865. 
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SMALL    TALK    ON    THE    WAY. 

(On  board  one  of  the  Italian  Steamers  plying  from  Brindisi  to  Alexandria. 
The  party  had  taken  leave  of  their  friends,  and  the  boat  was  just  off.) 


GUST  AYE. 

I'm  glad  Papa  is  gone;  no  servant  e'er 

Could  stand  his  harshness  —  which  would  make  me  swear  I  '^) 

EUGENIA. 

Yes  !  Papa's  always  cross  —  that  I  must  own  — - 
If  he  lived  with  us  we  should  soon  be  alone  1 

EMILY. 

Mind  you,  he  is  not  always  so,  for  he 
Oft  sins  from  too  much  amiability  — 
And  that  too  puts  me  out,  for  'tis  a  bother. 
One  moment  a  caress,  a  kick  the  other. 

CHRISSY. 

In  short  you  none  regret  poor  Papy  now  — 
But  Carlotta  who  knows  him  best,  some  how, 


*)  Before  bidding- the  company  good  bye,  Papa  had  put  them  all  out 
of  humor,  in  order  to  render  the  parting-  less  painful ! 
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Has  told  me  what  he  did  was  only  meant 
To  put  you  all  out,  so  that  when  he  went 
None  should  feel  it  a  bit  —  and,  as  you  see. 
He's  hit  it  off,  'twould  seem,  to  a  nicety  I  — 

EMILY. 

Well,  yes  1  he  said  in  parting:  "Now  that  I 

Have  got  you  all  good -humoured  so,  —  good  bye  ! "  — 

EUGENIA. 

Yes !  poor  Papa  —  I  think  he  means  it  well  — 
But  why  choose  to  be  cross,  I  cannot  telL 

GUSTAVE. 

Oh!  never  mind  —  let's  think  of  somewhat  else. 

EUGENIA. 

Give  me  some  eau  de  Cologne — I  hate  these  smells! 
Mamma  !  —  one  of  my  toes  is  itching,  and  I  doubt 
That,  having  drunk  some  Port,  it  may  be  gout ! 
Or  perhaps  'tis  a  sign  that  we  shall  soon 
Have  a  storm  —  I  shall  go  to  the  saloon. 

GUSTAVE. 

Yes !  you  're  right  —  let  us  all  go  down  —  the  bell 

Announces  dinner,  and  the  soup  I,  smell  — 

With  your  Parmesan  cheese  that  makes  one  sick.  — 

EUGENIA. 

Gustave  I  dont  talk  so  —  bring  a  basin,  quick  !  — 
No  —  never  mind  —  it  was  a  false  alarm  — 
But  do  not  talk  of  sickness  —  it  does  harm.  — 
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EMILY. 


Well,  come  along !  —  I  feel  that  I  can  eat  - 
For  me,  you  know,  the  sea -air  is  a  treat. 
Besides  the  weather  is  so  calm  —  so  fair  — 
I  fancy  I'm  at  home  in  my  arm-chair. 


And  down  to  dinner  did  they  go  —  the  bride 
Would  walk  with  Chriss  and  Gustave  by  her  side, 
So  that  poor  Mammy  was  obliged  to  wend 
Her  steps  alone  —  alone  the  stairs  descend  — 
But  she,  good  soul,  did  take  it  in  good  part  — 
'Tis  difficult  to  hurt  a  mother's  heart. 
Which  beats  but  for  her  children  —  and  in  whom 
The  thought  of  self  has  seldom  any  room. 


They  took  their  meal  —  the  "" Cynosure"  they  were 
"" Of  neigWouring  eyes''  —  engrossing  all  folks'  stare. 
The  bride  seemed  pale  —  which  suited  her  so  well  — 
And  Gustave  looked  so  nice,  and  quite  a  swell. 
Mamy  was  pleased  within  herself;  and  Chriss, — 
Who  ne'er  had  witnessed  such  a  scene  as  this,  — 
Observed  the  chubby  captain  and  the  leech,  — 
Whom  she  had  seen  on  coming  from  the  beach,  — 
Looked  at  the  plates,  and  found  them  very  nice, — 
Only  she  thought,  remarking  the  device. 
That  foreign  blunderers  ought  to  try  and  write 
Without  such  gross  mistakes  —  as  well  they  might ! 
When  they,  in  all  their  ignorance,  presumed 
To  use  our  language;  and  her  brow  assumed 
A  passing  frown  —  because  the  very  name 
Adriatico  —  Orientale  (what  a  shame  !) 
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Was  written  "AdriaticA  —  Orientale" 
(Instead  of  o  thus  putting  down  an  all) 

Wliat  made  up  for  this  error  was  the  fare 
Which  was  indeed,  as  all  thought,  very  fair. 

C  H  R I  S  S  Y. 

Papa  last  time  did  well  you  see  to  pen 
Down  all  he  thought  amiss  —  for  ne'er  again 
Will  they  treat  passengers  as  they  did  then  —  *) 

GU  STAVE. 

Well,  Chriss  says  true  —  to  Papa's  health,  I  think 
We  ought,  all  of  us  now,  a  glass  to  drink. 

EUGENIA. 

I'll  drink  to  Papy  when  good  humoured  —  not 
When  he  is  cross.  — 

GUST  AYE. 

Oh !  no,  that  I'll  be  shot  t 

E  M I  L  Y. 

Say  not  another  word  Gustave,  my  dear. 

It  sounds  unkind  when  Bassy  is  not  near  — 

I  own  that  when  he  is  I  often  say 

Things  that  must  cut  him  —  well !  —  that  is  my  way 

But  then,  when  he  is  absent,  and  that  I 


*)  A  Report  had  actually  been  v,-ritten  out  bj-  tlie  author  in  a  former 
passag-e,  and  caused  much  noise  ,  as  it  T^-as  read  out  by  Nino  Bixio  in 
Parliament   — 
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Do  only  see  him  with  my  inner  eye^ 

I  feel  I  have  been  wrong,  and  then,  of  course^ 

My  heart  rebukes  me  with  no  slight  remorse. 

For,  I  confess,  in  all  he  does  I  find 

There  always  is  some  motive  good  and  kind  — 

I  must  not  teaze  him  more,  —  he's  got  enough 

Of  trouble  —  which  alone  does  make  him  gruff. 

GUSTAYE. 

'Tis  well!  — 'Tis  wellt   '7o  dlincl  horses''  I  think, 
'Tis  said  "«  nod  as  good  is  as  a  loink.'' 
At  Ramie,  when  we'll  talk  of  dear  Papa, 
To  make  you  happy  we  '11  cry  out :  hurrah ! 


The  days  and  nights  they  passed  on  board  were  such 
That  if  styled  sans  pareil  't  would  not  be  much. 
"Qiiando  i  Santi  si  muovon,''  Chrissy  said, 
"This  is  the  sky  that  greets  them  overhead!" 
Eugenia,  strange  to  say,  felt  well  and  jolly, 
And  thought  that  further  grumbling  would  be  folly. 
Mamy,  the  second  day,  her  voice  again 
Recovered,  and  was  free  from  cough  or  pain. 
Gustave  felt  that  in  heaven,  up  above. 
Better  beer,  better  ice,  and  more  of  love, 
'Twere  difficult  to  find:  so  that  he  would 
Propose  to  Him,  the  Lord  of  all  that's  good. 
Instead  of  one  day  calling  them  to  Him, 
Through  the  medium  of  death,  so  cold  and  grim. 
To  place  them  on  that  ship,  whose  placid  motion 
For  e'er  should  lull  them  on  the  endless  Ocean  !  — 

1867. 
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TO    THE    COUNTESS    P. 


(impromptu). 


To  paint  thy  many  charms,  I  trow, 
A  volume  'twould  require  — 

Yet,  hurried  thus,  but  one  note  now 
To  thee  can  yield  my  lyre : 

So  sweet,  so  worldless  is  thy  face^ 
That  all  must  feel  thou  art 

A  spirit  called  this  earth  to  grace, 
And  heavenly  bliss  impart. 

For  'midst  this  selfish  scene  if  there 

One  consolation  be, 
It  is  to  meet  a  thing  so  rare  — 

A  flawless  gem  like  thee  f 

Egypt  1867. 
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ON    EUGENIA    FENZI.* 

(My   daughter,    now  Mrs.    Oppenlieim. ) 
(translation) 


Sweet  floweret  born  within  the  classic  earth,  — 
Expanding  gaily  in  thy  native  air,  — 
Bloom  on,  —  exulting  in  Italia's  worth, 
With  beauty's  dazzling  tints  and  virtue's  fragrance  rare  ! 


Beauty  is  God's  gift  —  but  virtue  to  secure 
Lies  with  the  feelings  nurtured  in  our  breast  — 
Abide  such  as  thou  art,  the  bright,  the  pure, 
For  great  'tis  thus  to  be  the  loveliest  yet  the  best  I  — 


Klassischer  Bodens  iiebliche  Blume, 
Herrlicli  entfaltet  in  heimisclier  Luft, 
Bliih'  und  ergolz  zu  des  Yalerlands  Ruhme ; 
Schonheit  ist  Bliilhe,  doch  Tugend  ist  Duft. 

Gabe  des  Ilimmels  die  koslbare  eine, 
Doch  unser  Werk  isL  die  andre  allein  ; 
Bleib  wie  du  bisl,  die  Schone  die  Reine! 
Gross  ist's  die  Sclionste  utid  Beste  zu  seyn ! 
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May  fortune's  smile  and  gladness  shape  thy  Avay 
Through  cloudless  scenes  within  thy  future  nest- 
So  warm  the  hand  that  leadeth  thee  awaj-. 
It  claims  the  fullest  tribute  of  thine  inmost  trust. 


The  loving  hearts  that  truly  beat  to  thine. 
Follow  thy  steps  when  present  or  afar  — 
They  trace  the  past  where  bright  thy  features  shine. 
And  trust  thou  'It  beam  as  e'er  the  well  remembered  star! 

April  1867. 


Moge  dich  Giiick,  dich  die  Freiide  begleiten. 
Wolkenlos  seyn  deine  kiinftige  Bahnl 
Eine  so  liebende  Hand  wird  dich  leiten, 
Drum  fan2;e  froh  imd  vertraiiend  sie  an. 


Liebende  Herzen,  die  treii  fiir  dich  sclilagen, 
Folgen  die  nach  in  der  Ivahe  in  der  Fern, 
Weiden  sich  gern  an  vergangene  Tagen, — 
01  bleibe  fiir  Alle  ein  glanzender  Stern! 


Rosalie  von  ^YECKS. 
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ITALY. 

(The  rhymes  were  written  out  by  several  friends 
who  were  drinking  tea  at  our  house.) 


A  hope  I  fondly  cherish  that  this  year 

May  in  great  deeds  for  Italy  excel  — 
And  though  such  hope  would  scare  intruding  f'ear 

And  supercilious  politics  dispel, — 

My  faith  is  firm,  and  makes  the  welkin  clear 
Of  lowering  clouds,  which  would  in  vain  compel 

My  anxious  eye  to  shed  a  bitter  tear.  — 

Our  star  is  bright  —  and  though  our  foes  reljel 

Against  our  onward  tread  — I  feel  my  liope 

Nor  Gaul,  nor  Priest,  nor  Bourljons  can  destroy - 

Our  seeming  humiliation  caused  the  Pope, 

And  all  his  satraps  to  be  filled  with  joy,  — 

Yet  feel  I  certain  that,  when  next  we  cope, 

Their  transient  cheer  shall  suff'er  some  alloy  I  — 

1868. 
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FREAKS    OF    THE    MOON. 


To  the  heavens  up  above 
Endymion  raised  his  looks  of  love  — 
Diana  caught  the  glance  and  felt 
Her  own  heart  with  emotion  melt.  — 
They  met  —  Endj-mion  eager  knelt 
And  to  the  goddess  sought  to  prove 
The  deep-laid  fondness  of  his  love  — 
And  bliss  was  hers  —  the  more  as  she 
Had  never  known  earth's  luxury  !  — 
But  she  repented  soon,  and  tried, 
Her  "passing  wliim  to  cast  aside  — 
Lest  Love's  all  scrutinizing  gaze 
Should  see  she  underwent  a  phase 
Of  weakness  such  as,  ne'er  before. 
The  brow  so  pure  of  Luna  bore ! 

Did  she  succeed?  —  The  annals  tell 
The  flame  thus  lit  she  could  not  quell - 
And  that  her  heart  still  beats  for  him 
She  chose  but  for  a  imssing  wMm !  — 
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TOAST  READ  AT  A  FAMILY  PARTY 

(given  in  honour  of  my  daughter,  Christina,  who  then 
completed  her  17"'-  birthday.) 


Creepy  mine!  Oh!  Creepy  mine! 
Dosjt  thou  know  that  face  of  thine 

How  sweet  it  is  to  me? 
Dost  thou  know  that  this  my  heart, 
Holds  a  nook  all  set  apart 

To  beat  alone  for  thee? 

Creepy  dear !  My  Creepy  dear  ! 
See  the  sun  this  day  shines  clear. 

And  all  balmy  is  the  air  — 
Let  thy  life  be  even  so, — 
Clear  and  sweet  without  a  woe. 

Without  a  harrowing  care  ! 

Creepy  sweet !  My  Creepy  sweet ! 
In  thy  breast  the  spring-ray's  heat 

Must  kindle  love's  quick  flame  — 
When  it  doth  so,  let  it  find 
Thee  a  mate  of  Gustave's  kind  — 

In  heart  and  soul  the  same ! 
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Creepy  true  !  My  Creepy  true  f 
When  my  fated  hour  falls  due. 

If  I  meet  in  thine  eye 
The  cheering  beam  of  peace  and  bliss, — 
I'll  deem  I  have  not  lived  amiss, 

And  feel  content  to  die! 

Creepy  brave !  My  Creepy  brave ! 
Ne'er  forget  the  blood  I  gave 

Within  the  heart  to  thee. 
Is  of  the  Latin  glorious  race  — 
Adorn  it  thou  with  virtue's  grace, 

With  spirit  brave  and  free  f 

Love  Italy  as  much  as  thou 

Dost  love  thy  mother's  seraph  brow, — 

—  Do  Her  the  good  you  may  — 
And  with  this  sacred  love  imbue 
Thy  future  babes'  hearts,  that  they  too 

Earn  fame  for  Her  one  day  ! 

Creepy  darling  !  I  have  done  — 
All  my  flow  of  verse  is  run,  — 

I  have  but  now  to  close :  — 
I  drink  thy  health  my  sweetest  child  — 
May  Fate's  hard  glance  on  thee  fall  mild 

Be  life  "couleur  de  rose'.'' 

But  if  thou  chance  to  meet  withal. 
That  share  of  woe  that  waits  on  all. 

Remember  thou  behave 
With  all  that  fortitude  of  soul 
Our  southern  blood  doth  love  to  extol  - 

Remember  thou  be  brave !  — 
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WHAT    IS    LIFE? 
(Written  at  a  friend's  request,  for  music.) 


What  is  life  if  not  love? 

That  sweet  flame  from  above 
Fills  the  mortal  with  rapture  and  bliss  - 

But,  when  once  love  is  gone. 

Then  our  quick  days  are  flown. 
For  our  life  ends  with  love's  latest  kiss. 

True  we  may  linger  on. 

But  our  best  sand  is  run. 
For  our  frame  seems  bereft  of  the  soul. 

We  may  witness  the  play. 

On  the  stage  far  away, 
But  can  claim  in  the  plot  no  more  role. 

Thus,  ere  age  doth  set  in, 

Let  me  hasten  to  win 
Still  one  garland  from  love's  last  adieu  ! 

Let  me  read  in  thine  eye 

Not  the  sentence  to  die. 
But  a  soft  word  to  live  and  to  woo! 

1868. 
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LETTER    TO    MY    SISTER-IN-LAW, 


Mrs.   L.    H. 


[Written  when  residing-  with  my  wife  and  all  our  children  at  Cavinana, 
—  hig-h  up  on  the  mountains  of  Pistoia.  —  The  medical  men  had  advised 
us  to  try  that  pure  air  for  our  dear  invalid  —  It  was  the  last  time  w^e 
ever  found  ourselves  united  under  the  same  roof!) 


Dearest  Lucy,  Nem  just  now, 
Said  she  did  not  feel,  some  how, 
Disposed  to  write  you,  and  desired 
That,  with  the  style  you  most  admired, 
I  should  address  you  in  her  stead. 
Now,  thinking  that  your  flery  head, 
To  prose,  of  course,  is  much  averse, 
I  tune  my  harp  and  scribble  verse !  — 

This  is  the  site,  you  know,  or  ought  to  know, 
Where  brave  Ferruccio  met  his  fatal  blow  — 
Our  house  is  opposite  to  where  he  fell  — 
A  short  inscription  the  sad  tale  doth  tell. 
He  fell  and  with  him  did  our  Florence  fall. 
He  fell  and  died  away  —  no  leech  at  all 
Was  there  to  try  and  save  that  life  so  dear  I 
Yet  Florence  too  deserved  a  bitter  tear. 
For  when  she  fell  ''physicians''  came  and  soon 
Declared  they  'd  quickly  cure  her  of  her  swoon. 
Goodsooth!  these  "Medicis"  thought  her  such  a  prize 


—  186  — 

Thatj  though  they  saviours  seemed  in  peoples'  eyes^, 

They  only  followed  out  the  cuckoo's  game, 

There  laid  their  egg  —  and  with  it  rose  to  fame. 

They  from  the  hydra-headed  anarchy 

Saved  her  perchance,  —  but  grafted  monarchy  — 

Which  soon,  with  kid-gloved  nobles  round  the  throne. 

Caused  Industry  through  which  her  name  had  shone, 

To  be  abandoned  to  the  vulgar  crew. 

Because  unfit,  forsooth,  for  "scmgre  UitlV 

The  mighty  sinews  of  our  men  of  yore. 

With  dandyism  shrunk  to  little  more 

Than  boasts  the  rounded  arm  of  woman  fair  — 

Too  weak  for  toil,  —  unfit  the  lance  to  bear  — 

The  despot  and  the  priest  with  equal  aim. 

Unnerved  their  flesh  —  their  spirit  vied  to  maim. 

We  sank  and  sank  until  the  present  years 

Aroused  us  from  our  tomb  of  shame  and  tears  — 

And  now  we  live  once  more,  nor  shall,  I  trow, 

To  kings  or  priests  their  former  game  allow.  — 

For  my  part,  dearest  Lucy,  you  well  know 

How  much  I  long  to  see  our  muscles  grow! 

—  I  want  Italian  youth  all  lithe  and  strong; 

All  generous,  and  skilled,  so  that  among 

The  Nations  who  believe  themselves  above  us. 

We  prove  ourselves  deserving  they  should  love  us.  — 

With  my  gymnastic  Club  in  Palazzuolo 

I  hope  we  '11  beat  all  foreign  youngsters  hollow  !  — 

I  've  ever  preached  that,  if  we  wished  our  race 

Again  to  claim  on  earth  their  former  place. 

Our  frames  must  prove  themselves  of  equal  mould 

To  those  they  prided  in  —  our  sires  of  old,  — 

Who,  with  the  simple  pilum  in  their  hand. 

Conquered  within  the  world  each  then  known  land  ! 

Our  southern  race  is  naturally  strong  — 
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Our  blood  is  warmer,  richer  than  among 

The  cold  lymphatic  set  of  northern  men. 

We  only  have  to  list  it,  and  again 

Our  bold  and  fearless  nature  shall  with  ease 

Triumphant  walk  the  world  through  lands  and  seas! 

We  know  and  feel  this,  and,  maybe,  ere  I 

Upon  my  weary  path  stoop  down  and  die. 

Our  Roman  eagle  in  the  world,  once  more. 

May  soar  to  heights  sublime  as  wont  of  yore ! 

—  But  these  are  all  poetic  dreams,  that  start 
Up  in  the  mind  through  haughtiness  of  heart. 
And  I  of  course  allow  that  you  should  smile. 
And  e'en  indulge  in  hearty  laugh  the  while. 

—  Indeed  I  had  intended  just  to  write 

And  tell  you  that  Ave  all  are  well  and  bright,  — 
That  Emily  doth  sleep  and  eat  up  here. 
Much  better  than  she  did  when  you  were  near: 
I  mean  when  we  were  all  close  to  the  sea, 
And  you  felt  so  disconsolate,  Lucie, 
Because  too  far  from  sweet  Parthenope  I 

—  This  place  is  splendid  in  its  Alpine  scene, 

—  I  must  say,  we  Italians  are  most  green 
To  think  of  Switzerland  for  mountain  air. 
When  we  have  high-lands  of  such  beauty  rare. 

—  There  is  a  forest  here  called  "Teso,"  where 
W^e  climbed  all  of  us  just  a  week  ago. 
Nothing  on  earth  did  ever  please  me  so. 
Imagine  sundry  miles  of  giant  trees. 

All  beech,  their  leaves  just  fluttered  by  the  breeze. 
With  their  soft  foliage  grouped  with  so  much  grace, 
High  overhead,  that  formed  a  vaulted  space, 
A  lofty  canopy,  which  the  trunks,  as  'twere. 
Upheld,  that  tall  and  white  shot  through  the  air 
Like  marble  columns  of  a  dizzy  height. — 
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It  was  a  scene  of  grandeur  sucli  as  might 

The  painter's  brush  retrace  —  but  which,  I  ween, 

Is  far  beyond  my  aptitude,  —  a  scene 

Wherein  I  could  have  lived  for  years  and  years 

And  felt  content  —  its  image  even  cheers 

My  mind  as  I  look  back,  and  view  it  all 

Spread  to  my  inner  eye  —  oh !  that  this  scrawl 

Could  just  depict  it  with  its  shade  and  light, 

Its  vistas  deep  that  wellnigh  baffle  sight  — 

Oh !  that  you  could  our  brilliant  group  have  seen. 

Flitting  among  the  dainty  tender  green 

Of  all  the  groundling  baby-plants  that  shoot 

Close  to  the  mighty  trunks  and  parent  root  — 

I  halted  many  a  time,  and  fain  was  I 

On  that  bright  vision  thus  to  feast  mine  eye  — 

Nem  was  on  horseback,  and  a  mountaineer 

The  bridle  held,  at  times,  our  course  to  steer, 

And  all  our  children,  in  their  motley  dress, 

Walked  close  to  their  Mamma,  as  you  may  guess, 

Gelli,  Cammillo,  and  a  genial  priest 

Brought  up  the  rear,  —  and,  with  them,  last,  not  least. 

Another  stalwart  mountaineer,  whose  task 

Was  to  bring  on  the  basket  and  the  flask.  — 

In  silent  mood  I  gazed  upon  the  sight, 

Just  as  a  sun-beam  found  its  way  to  alight 

Upon  the  speechless  group  whose  ecstasy 

Was  equal  to  my  own  —  Man  made  the  city, 

But  God  the  country  —  and  I  .own  the  spell. 

Yet  never  to  that  day  felt  it  so  well. 

The  emerald  dome  above  —  the  pillars  round 

Fringed  with  festoons  that  decked  the  very  ground  — 

So  high  that  vault  so  tall  each  giant  stem, — 

So  bright  the  flowerets  that  the  path  begem  — 

So  sweet  and  dreamy  the  soft  light  therein,  — 
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So  fantastic  the  group  that  moved  within,  — 
Methought  that  was  indeed  the  house  of  God, 
And  would  have  gladly  knelt  down  where  I  stood. 
—  But  now  enouorht  — I'll  talk  of  other  thin<?s  — 
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TO     AUGUST  A     W. 


I've  read  your  Lillian  Gray  —  it  is  a  gem !  — 

Pure  as  the  diamond  on  the  regal  crown.— 

You  speak  as  from  a  sanctuary,  yet  give 

With  ""heen-edged  sej^se  of  fitness  and  of  grace ^'^ 

The  well-shaped  profile  of  that  narrow  pride 

That  goads  the  heart  on  to  the  slopes  of  wrong — 

There  too,  towards  the  back-ground,  can  be  traced 

The  loathsome  form,  all  crooked  and  uncouth. 

Of  base  intrigue,  whose  folds  unclean  are  doomed 

To  choke  the  very  life  they  meant  to  exalt !  — 

And  Margaret  is  wonderful,  —  although 

Her  great  sublimity  the  heart  incline 

To  find  somewhat  akin  to  Alpine  peaks, 

That  tower  above  the  world  with  head  and  breast 

Apparelled  with  a  raail  of  endless  snow  I  — 

—  But  the  fond  love  of  that  true  woman-soul 

That,  like  our  vine,  when  once  it  clasps  its  mate 

(A  stauncher  tree)  can  ne'er  release  its  hold. 

But  there,  upon  its  breast,  must  live  and  die, — 

Unfolding  all  its  charms  of  sun-lit  youth 

And  autumn  pride,  —  that  sweetest  maid  that  woos 

The  soft  caress  of  him  she  loves  to  be 
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For  ever  her  adored  one  and  her  lord  — 
Who,  through  much  strain  of  agonizing  tears, 
Obtains  her  prize  —  too  great,  alas  I  to  bear,  — 
And  fills  an  early  grave  to  rest  in  God  — 
Has  left  her  image  graven  on  my  heart. 
As  centering  within  it  both  extremes 
Of  human  bliss,  and  deep  despairing  woe  — 
The  effect  of  love  —  another  word  for  life ! 

Oh  !  that  I  had,  when  this  my  heart  was  young, 

Found,  as  I  ventured  first  my  steps  through  life, 

A  sister  spirit  such  as  yours  —  Too  late  ! 

I'm  nearing  fast  the  winter  season  bleak. 

Whose  snows  must  stifle  germs  that  yet  would  shoot ! 

—  Born  for  the  Temple  of  the  Arts,  I  missed 
My  path,  and  now  it  were  in  vain,  I  ween. 
To  tread  it  with  a  step  whose  vigour's  gone. 

—  Forgive  these  words,  —  they  from  a  pent  up  spasm 
Emerge;  —  and  you,  whose  genial  mind  has  known 
The  bliss  that  waits  one  on  Parnassus  heights, 
Will  charitably  lend  your  christian  ear. 

And  bear  with  my  repining ;  —  for,  within, 
I  own  a  soul  that,  meteor-like,  might  well 
Have  walked  the  heavens  with  sethereal  light, 
And  shone  upon  the  world,  leaving,  when  gone, 
A  fiery  track  as  beacon  to  the  few. 
Who,  in  the  solitudes  of  ether's  space. 
Might  venture  on  to  seek  the  great  imhnoivnl 
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TO     A     COQUETTE. 

A     SONG. 

(The  subject  was  given  me  by  Mrs.  W.) 


The  die  is  cast,  — 

I'm  free  at  last,  — 
Thy  web  I've  force  to  sever  — 

Though  paie  ray  cheek, 

I  now  can  speak 
The  word  farewell  for  ever  I 

Thy  fondest  smile  — 

A  syren's  Avile  — 
Thy  heart  is  bare  before  me  I 

Thy  cruel  game 

I  now  can  shame. 
And  cease  —  yes,  cease  —  to  adore  thee 

Go,  spider,  seek, 

For  just  a  freak. 
Some  new  fly  to  decoy  — 

Though  maimed  my  heart. 

It  spurns  thine  art. 
And  scorns  to  be  thy  toy  ! 
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TO    H.    L. 


LA    CORDE     SENSIBLE. 


As  on  we  roll  adown  the  bed 

Of  rugged  life's  impetuous  stream. 

The  heart,  all  bruised,  and  wellnigh  dead, 

No  more  Avith  love's  sweet  bloom  can  teem. 

And  yet  what  nobly  bright  appears. 
Its  spell  resistless  still  retains 
Within  the  dried-up  heart,  and  cheers 
The  mind  that  cold  experience  banes. 

Thus,  when  my  eye  first  gazed  on  thee, 
A  charm  spread  through  my  bosom's  core. 
And  quicken'd,  (though  "Mase"  I  be). 
The  ''corde  sensible''  there  once  more. 

1854. 
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(On  the  occasion  of  his  marriage.) 


Dear  Tom, 

Indeed  'tis  time  for  me 
To  pen  you  do\Yn,  most  cordially, 
The  feelings  we  both,  harbor  for 
Yourself  and  her  whom  you  adore. 

We  parted  at  Bologna,  where 
You  northward  tacked  towards  the  ""Bear, 
Following  the  Polar-Star  above 
With  her,  your  ''Polar-Star  of  Love  " 
To  tie  the  knot,  and  earn  the  bliss 
Of  Benedicts,  and  wedded  kiss, 
Within  that  glorious  town  whose  name 
Now  stands  upon  the  tip  of  fame. 


*)  These  few  lines  are  addressed  to  an  eminent  English  writer,  who 
lives  near  my  house  in  the  country,  and  with  whom,  in  1866,  I  tra- 
velled as  far  as  Bologna,  he  being'  with  his  promised  bride  en  route  to 
be  married,  and  I  with  my  late  wife,  in  search  of  health,  en  route  for 
Egypt. 
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Our  road  lay  south,  nor  was  our  goal 
Less  yearned  for  by  my  heart  and  soul. 
Your  object  was  to  quite  possess 
What  you  had  found  your  heart  could  bless. 
Whilst  we  did  strive  to  find  once  more 
The  precious  jewel  we  owned  before  — 
.And  sought  the  Lybian  desert's  air. 
Where  human  breath's  a  thing  most  rare^ 
And  which  is,  therefore,  baneless  —  pure  — 
And  certain  deep-laid  wounds  can  cure. 
Which  weariness  and  grief,  full  oft. 
Induce  in  hearts  that  will  keep  soft. 

The  bloom's  again  upon  lier  cheek. 
And  when  in  Italy  the  bleak 
Gusts  from  the  North  have  ceased  their  task. 
And  that  we  hasten  back  to  bask 
Beneath  our  children's  loved  glance, 
Methinks  you  '11  find  we've  had  some  "" chance.'" 
For  Nem  will  then  be  set  anew, 
To  last  much  more  than  me  or  you. 
—  And  then  as  neighbors,  and  as  friends. 
We  '11  meet  again  and  make  amends 
For  all  the  time  we've  been  awaj^. 
And  club  for  years,  day  after  day. 
But  one  thing  I've  resolved  to  do, 
When  on  our  grounds  we  meet  anew. 
Which  is  that  we  a  pic-nic  make 
Upon  that  hill  beyond  the  brake,  — 
Where  you  last  spring  in  twilight's  ray. 
Did  woo  that  gifted  heart  away. 
On  that  sweet  site  we'll  meet,  and  be 
Profuse  of  wine  and  jollity !  — 
And  we  hope  many  coming  years 
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Will  hear  us  .dadly  give  throe  cheers. 
Each  spring,  upon  that  hill  and  spot, 
To  the  dear  sposi,  who  their  lot 
There  interwove.  —  And  now  adieu  f 
Our  kind  salutes  to  her  and  you. 
And  wishing  you,  without  alloy, 
The  new  year  full  of  health  and  joy, 
Together  with  a  little  boy, 
Believe  me  here,  as  at  Rusciano, 
Your  old  friend,  Fenzi  Sebastiano. 

Cairo,  December  1866. 
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MY     OWN     DEPARTED. 


There  is  no  death  — what  seems  so  is  transition. 

This  life  of  mortal  breath 
Is  but  a  suburb  of  the  life  Elysian, 

Whose  portal  we  call  death. 

Longfellow. 

Anima  plus  vivet  ubi  amat  quam  ubi  aniraat. 
Tacitus. 


"All !  fear  not !  the  wires  of  the  cage  are  but  riven, 
"And  the  bird  has  returned  to  the  freedom-  of  heaven  — 
"The  soul  that  was  pent  in  that  frame  of  earth, 
"Is  restored  to  the  spheres  of  her  radiant  birth  — 
"And  when  thy  release  is  decreed  with  time, 
"Ye  11  both  meet  again  in  those  regions  sublime!" 

Thus  whispered  a  voice  to  my  desolate  heart. 
And  with  it  a  balm  of  sweet  hope  did  impart. 
'Twas  an  angel  that  spake  thus  who  came  from  on  high. 
And  added:  "Ye  mortals  but  Iwe  when  ye  die! 
"Like  the  chrysalis'  fate  is  your  own  in  the  world  — 
"It  parts  —  and  the  moth  's  living  wings  are  unfurled  !" 

"Through  ages  and  ages  since  Time  began, 
"God  fitted  these  thoughts  in  the  breast  of  man ; 
"Yet  left  them  suffused  with  the  mist  of  doubt, 
"Lest  death  proved  an  issue  too  sweet  to  live  out !  — 
"Be  firm  in  God  's  faith,  in  his  all-wisdom  trust, 
"And  move  on  resigned  to  the  hour  of  thv  rest  !" 


—  200 


II. 


So  calm  on  her  death-bed  —  so  placid  her  sleep  — 
It  hushed  grief's  convulsions  —  forbade  me  to  weep  — 
And,  clear  in  its  eloquence,  seemed  to  proclaim 
That  death  was  a  boon  to  her  sweet  weary  frame: 
"Gaze  on  me,  Sebastian,  and  strengthen  thy  heart  — 
"Tis  but  for  an  instant  we  've  both  had  to  part. 
"We  '11  soon  meet  again  in  those  regions  of  light, 
"Where  love  is  still  sweeter,  and  life  is  more  bright ! 
"I've  suffered  the  horrors  of  lingering  death, 
"But  brave  have  I  been  to  my  last  heave  of  breath  — 
"For  well  did  I  feel  that  my  courage  would  ease 
"Thine  own  heart,  when  mine  its  pulsations  would  cease!" 
Such  words  on  her  generous  brow  could  I  trace, 
Where  all  that  is  noble  and  fit  held  a  place  !  — 

The  darling :  she  left  us,  so  brave,  so  resigned. 
With  feelings  so  tender  —  with  thoughts  so  refined  — 
In  moments  when,  after  long  sorrows  and  tears, 
Her  path  seemed  all  smooth  for  the  rest  of  her  years. 
When  all  hearts  around  felt  the  charm,  long  unknown. 
Which  clung  like  aroma  to  her  —  her  alone  !  — 
When  friends  hung  enraptured  on  aught  that  she  spake. 
And  gladly  had  given  their  blood  for  her  sake  ! 
She  left  us,  sweet  darling  —  appearing  to  say 
She  'd  strive  yet  to  soothe  us  in  worlds  far  away  ! 
My  best  hopes  are  withered  — the  viper  of  grief 
Bites  deep  in  my  soul  — but  I  crave  no  relief — 
There  's  comfort  in  pining  for  those  that  we  love. 
For  sorrow's  the  last  link  that  binds  us  above! 
Whilst  yet  laves  the  tear-drop  my  brow  and  my  cheek, 
I'm  still  with  my  darling  — my  heart  hears  her  speak!! 

III. 

They  tell  me  that  Time  with  Oblivion's  dark  haze, 
Shall  veil  her  sweet  brow  from  my  lingering  gaze  — 
And  that  in  my  heart  Lethe  's  wave  as  it  flows. 
Shall  smooth  down  the  furrows  of  grief's  keenest  throes  — 
That  Nature  thus  wills  it  — thus  tends  to  remove 
The  tortures  that  follow  on  Death  crushing  Love  ! 
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If  such  lot  await  me,  to  God  I  appeal, 
That  He  grant  through  life  I  this  poignancy  feel 
Which  now  scathes  my  breast  with  a  fire  that  may  kill, 
But  which  tells  my  lost  love,  at  least,  I  love  still !  — 

If  grief  he  subdued  and'  that  memory  fades 
Through  the  long  maze  of  Time  and  its  lowering  shades, 
Then  why  did  we  love  thus?  why  met  we  below? 
Since  all's  doomed  to  end  with  this  heart-rending  blow? 
Such  death  in  the  spirit  — as  this  seems  to  be  — 
More  awful  by  far  than  the  frame  's  is  to  me  !!  — 
But  deep  in  my  soul  a  soft  voice  I  can  hear  — • 
The  voice  I  so  loved  — gently  steal  on  my  ear  : 
"Whate'er  was  ordained  by  the  Father  above, 
"Is  wise  and  is  right  —  He  the  God  is  of  Love!  — 
"Let  Nature  work  out  His  decrees  — and,  believe, 
"The  hopes  He  thus  fosters  can  never  deceive  ! 
"We  '11  soon  meet  once  more  —  and  our  twain  sparks  of  life 
"The  names  shall  resume  of  both  husband  and  wife  ! 

"Yet,  e'en  now,  —  do  not  I  live  with  thee  on  earth, 
"Wrapt  in  the  sweet  branches  to  wiiom  I  gave  birth? 
"In  loving  them  dearly  thoii  still  art  with  me  — 
"My  spirit  is  with  them—  though  thou  canst  not  see  — 
"My  voice,  and  my  gaze,  and  my  gait,  and  my  smile, 
"Canst  thou  not  detect  them  ?  —  they  're  there  all  the  while  !" 

"Be  happy,  thou  loved  one,  I  '11  watch  by  thy  side, 
"With  all  the  fond  zeal  of  both  mother  and  bride  — 
"And  when  thou  be  summoned  from  Earth  's  doleful  scene, 
"We  '11  blend  both  together  with  God's  glorious  sheen  — 
"Where  bliss  everlasting  shall  more  than  repay 
"The  sorrows  and  tortures  w^e  met  on  our  way  !" 
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LUCY. 


IMPROMPTU 


A  rudderless  boat  —  a  kite  without  a  tail  — 
A  dog  that's  lost  its  master  —  or  a  cat. 
Enticed  to  catch  at  once  too  many  a  rat  — 
Are  something  like  the  heroine  of  my  tale. 

Her  course  on  Earth  (which  is,  as  I  suspect. 
The  play-ground  for  each  full  grown  girl  or  boy) 
Lacks  a  fixed  aim  —  and,  both  in  grief  and  joy, 
Proceeds  by  zig-zags  as  her  whims  direct. 

Yet  you  must  love  her,  for  her  heart  is  good  ! 
Sorrow  has  startled  p'rhaps  her  wings  of  thought. 
Which  chafe  against  the  cage  wherein  they're  caught. 
But  gentler  feelings  have  all  tests  withstood. 
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A     COUNTRY     PARTY. 

(Mr.   Shepherd  professor  of  the  English  language,  gave  the  rhymes). 

f  1  MPRO  MP  T  u ). 


Glad  shone  the  morn  —  and  their  young  hearts  the  same 

Feeling  bespread,  as  they  rode  on  along 

The  olive  groves  and  vineyards  —  and,  when  came 

The  signal  to  alight,  —  active  and  strong 

Each  youth  sprung  down,  and  in  a  twinkling  drought 

Himself  to  help  his  fair  one;  and,  this  done, 

All  felt  that  none  then  present  need  be  taught 

How  to  do  justice  both  to  youth  and  fu7i,, 

When  to  give  vent  to  frolics  is  the  theme— 

But  'twere  in  vain  that  rhymers  strove  to  frame 

A  song  on  all  their  feats  and  freaks,  I  deem;  - 

Earth  and  heaven  were  theirs  —  with  none  to  blame 

Them  if  they  drained  their  cup  of  gladness.  —  Come 

Own  that  my  verse  deserves  a  glass  of  rum  I 

1869. 
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A    SUITABLE    ANSWER. 


I've  read  your  doggerel;  but  the  poisoned  toothy 
Therein  disclosed,  is  ne'er  the  source  of  truth. 
It  brings  back  to  my  mind  when  t'other  day, 
I  chose  the  market  for  my  home-^yard  way,  — 
As  there  I  saw  such  scene  as  oft,  I  hear. 
Doth  chance  therein  to  feast  the  rabble's  ear. 
A  well-dressed  man  appeared,  with  wistful  eye. 
To  mark  some  groc'ry,  as  he  loitered  by  — 
At  this  the  grocer  forward  stepped  and  bowed. 
And  with  smooth  words  expressed:  "he  felt  so  proud' 
'That  aught  within  his  shop  should  thus  have  won" 
'The  kind  approval  of  the  looker-on." 
The  gentleman  in  answer  said:  "indeed" 
Of  something  he  beheld  he  stood  in  need," — 
And,  pointing  to  the  ware,  enquired  the  price. 
The  grocer  bowed  again  and,  with  a  voice 
Subdued,  replied:  "that  prices  all  had  now" 
Doubled,  and  trebled  e'en,  —  all  must  allow," 
And  forthwith  asked  ten  times  beyond  his  due. 
The  well-bred  man  then  smiled,  and  said:  "he  knew 
'The  market  price  of  every  object  there," 
And  hinted  "such  pretence  was  far  from  fair." 
At  this  the  vulgar  shop-man,  quite  put  out, 
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Lit  up  with  anger  and  began  to  shout, 
And  vented  fiercel}-  every  grossest  word 
Of  such  revilings  as  but  few  have  heard: 
And  with  a  hideous  grin:  ''From  such  as  you,'' 
He  wound  up  ''loe,  the  poor,  you  hnoio,  must  screw'' 
' T/ie  gold  ivherewith  to  pay  the  taxes  clue!" 
The  gentleman  did  walk  his  waj^  nor  seemed 
To  heed  the  foul  words  that  the  7''0ugh  there  screamed. 
—  'Tis  thus,  methinks,  the  object  of  your  curse, 
As  singled  out  in  your  opprobrious  verse. 
Will  walk  his  way  nor  heed  the  frenzied  growl 
Of  one  who  deemed  it  fit,  whilom,  to  prowl. 
With  bended  knee,  about  his  person,  when 
He  thought  he  could  make  booty  for  his  den  f 
Your  gibes,  like  filth  cast  upwards  to  defile 
Some  towering  point,  a  mark  to  envy's  guile. 
Fall  back  all  impotent  from  whence  they  came. 
Adding  blur  upon  blur,  shame  upon  shame  I 
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SCIENCE    AND    SPIRITUALISM. 


Never  a  thoiigbt 

Dawns  first  into  the  world,  but  is  a  curse 
On  the  rasli  finder;  pari  of  heaven's  fire 
Filched  to  bestow  on  men,  and  for  your  pay 
The  vulture  at  your  heart. 

A  madness  comes  on  you, 
Whose  name  is  revelation :  who  has  power 
To  check  the  passion  of  it,  who  in  the  world? 
"An  Inventor,"  Augusta  Webster. 


Hear  you  the  chuckling  laugh,  —  the  sneer. 

The  gibe  of  scorn,  the  growl  of  hate  ?  - 
View  you  yon  faces  flushed,  whose  leer 

Reveals  the  heart's  abhorrent  state?  — 


Start  not!  —'tis  thus  the  wisest  heads 
Greet  any  new-born  ray  that  Truth 

From  her  sethereal  mirror  spreads 

Through  layers  first  of  minds  uncouth. 


Proud  on  her  mole-hill.  Science  deems 
Herself  too  near  the  Throne  of  Light, 

To  miss  the  dawn  of  holy  beams, 

Emerging  thence  to  scare  our  night. 
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And  will  not  grant  the  crew  profane 
The  right  to  hail  a  novel  spark. 

Which  through  their  medium  now  would  fain 
Be  beacon  to  Hope's  fragile  bark. 


The  fishermen  of  Galilee 

Stand  forth  to  show  the  Holy  Ghost 
But  chose  the  humblest  wights  to  be 

Dispensers  of  what  man  needs  most. 


Yet  Science  murmurs:  "Yes,  indeed, 
I  sanction  this,  and  bend  my  knee. 

For  man  to  have  some  kind  of  creed 
I  own  is  a  necessity."  — 


"But  hush  all  further  dreams  that  I 

Discountenance  as  doomed  to  sink 
Within  the  yawning  gulf,  where  lie 
The  follies  all  from  which  I  shrink. 


Such  are  her  stubborn  words  !  And  yet 
If  all  that  Science  did  repel 

As  rudely  in  the  past,  had  met 

With  meek  submission,  who  can  tell 


How  far  our  fate  and  China's  would 

Go  hand  in  hand  to  day?  —  Our  mind, 

Enthralled  in  narrow  range,  had  stood 
Inert,  and  centuries  behind. 
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Tread  fearless  on,  ye  pioneers, 

So  glorious  is  the  star-lit  goal  I  — 

On,  on  to  God's  unfathomed  spheres. 

Where  upward  strives  the  living  soul  t 


Tread  fearless  on,  you  phalanx  brave, 
Upon  your  bridge  sethereal,  where 

Ye  span  the  chasm  of  the  grave. 

And  prove  that  death  is  powerless  there  f 


On,  on,  the  dawn  is  spreading  fast, — 
Yet  yearn  we  for  the  solar  ray! 

The  age  of  doubt  and  gloom  is  past, 
If  you  but  usher  in  the  day !  — 

]870. 


14 


—  210  — 


VALENTINES. 

(Sent  on  the  14"'-  February,  1870  for  several  young 
friends  and  for  my  children.) 


TO     B.     T. 

I  ne'er  wrote  verses,  but  do  now. 
To  tender  homage  to  thy  brow  — 
So  sweet,  so  pleasing,  so  piquant, 
Of  every  heart  the  conquerant  I  — 
When  on  the  seas  I  roam  afar 
'Twill  be  my  very  polar-star ! 

In  writing  this  I  fancy  how 
That  bright  star  differs  from  thy  brow  — 
The  Small  Bear's  tail  in  heaven  is  the  one. 
T'other  is  lieaven  with  its  brilliant  sun 
Fixed  on  a  maiden's  face  on  earth  below  — 
Cava  Bicina  mia,  I  love  thee  so  !  — 

A  Sailor. 

1870. 
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TO     V.     N. 


{Who  had  already  won  the  first  prize  in  the  race  to  Pistoia  on  the  ve- 
locipede, and  who  was  to  run  ugain  in  another  race  which  was  to  take 
place  in  the  Via  Cavour,  all  competitors  being-  raasqued). 


Fortune  they  paint  as  whirling  on  a  velocipede  — 
V...  N...  if  you  '11  deserve  the  name  of  drich  indeed. 
You  must  dress  as  the  Goddess,  and,  in  the  Via  Cavour, 
Obtain  the  first  of  prizes  in  doing  that  Joli  tour. 
Your  face  is  like  a  maiden's,  and  so  no  one  will  note 
That  you're  a  little  wolf  dressed  out  in  petticoat. 
But  Fortune  is  as  blind  as  any  bat,  they  say,  — 
And  yet  this  is  your  case  too  — for,  listen  to  me,  pray: 
You  see  not  that  I  love  you,  which  is  as  clear  day  !  — 
So  dress  out  as  the  Goddess,  and  if  you  win  the  prize, 
I  '11  tell  you  who  I  am,  and  pour  light  in  your  eyes ! 

CiVETTINA. 

1870. 
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V     AVRIL     1870 


Mesdames  vous  etes  trois  —  c'est  le  nombre  des  Graces, 

Que  Yous  pourriez  representer,  — 
Si  vous  daigniez  un  jour  nous  devoiler  vos  faces^ 

Ne  plus  Youloir  nous  les  masquer! 


Le  fard  n'appartient  pas  au  printemps  de  la  vie, 
Gardez-le  pour  la  froide  saison;  — 

C'est  un  crime,  un  peche,  c'est  une  chose  impie, 
De  vous  souiller  meme  le  menton  ! 


On  vous  salt  sages  et  bonnes,  et  Ton  voudrait  vous  dire 
Que  vers  vous  penchent  nos  coeurs;  — 

Qu'on  vous  aime  a  Florence,  et  qu'on  vous  y  admire, — 
Mais  on  s'effraye  aux  fausses  couleurs  ! 


En  ce  temple  des  Arts,  on  adore  la  Nature 

Fraiche  des  mains  du  bon  Dieu,  — 
Et  ce  n'est  qu'au  Musee  que  Ton  loue  la  peinture  — 

Non  sur  I'aimant  de  tons  nos  voeux  ! 
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Des  que  je  vous  verrai  telles  quelles  vous  etes^ 
Vous  connaitrez  voire  serviteur  — 

Mais  JQsqu'a  ce  jour  la,  quoique  je  le  regrette, 
Je  vous  nierai  ce  petit  bonlieur.  — 


Poisson  d'Avril. 
1870. 
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TO     P.     S. 


On  dit  que  le  bonheur  en  ce  monde  ici  bas 

Est  un  reve^  un  mensonge  et  qu'on  le  trouve  pas. 

Ma  chere^  a  mon  avis  cette  idee  est  stupide ! 

Si  Ton  possede  un  coeur  qui  ne  soit  insipide^ 

II  sert  d'appas  friand  pour  attrapper  Tamour, 

Qui  s'attache  k  Thamecon^  voltigeant  tour  au  tour. 

Et,  des  lors,  quel  bonheur  de  sentir  qu'on  torture, 

Qu'on  possede  un  esclave  dont  I'angoisse  est  bien  dure  f 

Je  suis  a  votre  hamecon,  Mademoiselle,  et,  pourtant, 
Je  n'maudis  pas  la  vie  et  j'adore  mon  tyran  !  — 

En  somme  la  vie  est  belle,  et  quand  on  dit:  «je  Vaime  » 
On  jouit  d'un  carnaval  qui  n'a  point  de  careme  ! 

CiVETTINO. 

1870. 
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MADRIGAL. 


Jeune  artiste  de  gout  place  bien  haiit  au  Caire,  *) 

Qui  voudrait  k  son  art  joindre  celui  de  plaire; 

Car  la  glace  fidele  encourage  son  coeur 

A  ravir  a  Venus  un  regard  de  faveur. 

II  est  galant,  coquet  et  si  strictement  propre^ 

Que  chez  lui  I'amour  meme  est  bien  de  I'amour-propre  1 

I860. 


*)  Abitava  nella  Cittadella  al  Cairo,  che  e  il  punto  che   rlomina  tutta 
la  citt^. 
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CHARADE. 


(Scritta  per  un' arnica  della  mia  cara  nipote  Ernestina. 


Si  Ton  ajoute  un  s  au  bout  de  mon  premier, 
II  en  resulte  un  Dieu,  le  Dieu  de  la  discorde, 
Que  tout  voleur  sceptre  jadis  dut  invoquer, 
Pour  provoquer  carnage  et  non  misericorde. 
Mon  seco7id  est  abri  pour  ceux  qui  de  nos  temps 
Portent  du  meme  Dieu  I'enseigne  si  funeste; 
Le  tout  est  une  perle,  une  fleur  de  nos  champs, 
Et  le  nom  bien  clieri  d'une  douce  et  modeste 
Amie,  qui  est  perle  et  fleur  tout  a  la  fois, 
Dans  le  monde  ici-bas  sans  pareille,  je  crois. 

I860. 


GOMPONIMENTI  ITALIAN! 


Qiaasi  tiatti  qiaesti  moclesti  componirxxenti 
sono  stati  scritti  alia,  lesta  e  senza  preten- 
zione.  Li  ofTro  percio  soltanto  agli  occlxi 
degli  armuici,  facencio  largo  assegnamento 
sialla  loro  inclialgente  bonta. 
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ALLA     LUNA.*) 


Oh }  Luna,  oh  t  tii  che  attorno 
Al  nostro  globo  giri, 
E  che  daH'alto  miri 
Deiruomo  il  rio  destin;  — 

Dimmi  —  in  quel  tetro  giorno^ 
Quando  Vulcan  fremendo^ 
Con  fiamnie  e  suon  tremendo 
II  mondo  sbigotti  — 

Dimmi  —  quell'  imo  spirto 
Che  st^  prigione  in  seno, 
E  questo  asil  terreno 
Deve  lasciar  un  di  — 

Dimmi  —  1'  immortal'  alma 
Che  questo  corpo  acchiude, 
Freme  quando  le  crude 
Procelle  in  alto  udi  ?  — 


*]  Tolti  da  un  mio  poemetto  intitolato  Pompei,  scritto  dopo  aA'ere  vi- 
sitato  questa  citta  dissepolta. 
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Freme?  —  0  pria  che  niorte 
Gelato  avesse  il  cuore, 
Rapita  dall'  amore 
Per  le  natie  region, 

Mirando  si  grandiose 
Furor  degli  elementi, 
Torno  sull'  ali  ai  venti 
Ad  abitar  il  ciel?  — 

184). 
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A     MIO     FRATELLO     CARLO. 


(Scritti  a  Londra  nel  marzo  1844). 


Si,  fratello,  a  seguirti  son  pronto  — 

Scrivi  un  verso  un  sol  motto,  dii  quando 

Devo  cingere  il  vindice  brando, 

E  compagno  al  tuo  fianco  apparir. — 

Noi  siam  figli,  rampoUi  d'eroi! 

E  degli  avi  fia  sacro  il  retaggio :  — 
Voglio  adunque  che  entrambi  il  coraggio, 
Di  tal  stirpe  s'imiti,  o  morir. — 

Vada  il  vil  che  nel  petto  non  prova 
Qiiesto  santo  desio  della  gloria, 
Onde  ancora  nell'Itala  storia 
Brilli  un  raggio  del  prisco  splendor  — 

Vada  pure  f  —  Ei  dal  sangue  discende 
Che  mischiossi  dei  barbari  a  noi; 
Non  proviene  dagl'Itali  eroi. 
Ma  da  schiavi,  ed  e  nato  a  servir.  — 
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Ma  colui,  che  una  stilla  soltanto 
Ha  nel  seno  di  sangue  romano, 
Sovra  I'ara  distenda  la  mano, 
Per  la  patria  egli  giuri  pugnar.  -- 

Questo  il  faccio,  e  con  placido  orgoglio, 
lo  sorrido  mirando  i  perigli 
Che  d' Italia  sovrastano  a' figli 
Che  lor  nome  non  vonno  smentir!  — 

1844. 
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¥ 


AD    UNA    SIGNORA    POLACCA, 


Acrostico. 


All !  nel  pallido  tuo  viso, 
Nel  si  mesto  tuo  sorriso, 
Tiitto  il  lutto  vi  ravviso, 
Onde  Iddio  con  iniprovviso 
Nembo  il  cielo  tuo  cuopri. 

Ivl  pur  nel  nobil  volto 
E  nel  guardo  generoso, 
Tutto  il  Genio  trovo  accolto^ 
Tutelar  del  suol  glorioso 

A  cui  devi,  o  cara,  il  di. 

1844. 
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A     LUIGI     CIARDI. 


Acrostico. 


La  mamma  tua  quando  ti  partori 
Una  sacra  promessa  al  cielo  alzo  — 
"II  figlio,"  disse,  "che  il  mio  sen  mitri^ 
"Giorno  e  notte  studiare  io  lo  faro. 
"II  Dante  tutto  a  mente  imparera, 

"Con  tutto  quel  che  scritto  poi  ne  fu  — 

"In  Italia  1' egual  non  vi  sara. 

"A  lui  compagni  non  ne  verran  piii !  — 

"Raccapricciando  ognuno  esclamera^ 

"Di  meraviglia  pieno  e  di  stupor: 

"II  Ciardi  e  Mastro  che  non  ha  maggior!" 

1853. 
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A    MIO    CUGINO    F.    N. 


ler  r  altro  sera  giunsemi 
La  grata  tua,  mio  caro, 

Mentre  del  whiste  solito 
Rodder  facevo  un  paro  — 

E  (grande  benche  fossemi 
II  sagriflzio)  smessi 
Qualche  minuto  e  lessi 
Del  tuo  Pegaso  il  vol. 


E;,  a  dire  11  ver,  lietissirao 
Riescimmi  desso  volo, 

Onde  io  ben  grato  sentomi 
A  te,  mio  buon  flgliolo^ 

Che  del  Dantesco  spirito 
L'istinto  hai  nel  cervello, 
Noncbe  nel  tuo  cor  dello, 
Degno  di  Prato  sol. 


Molto  godiam,  deh!  credimi, 
Sentendo  che  benino 

Ti  trovi,  benche  debole 
Di  gambe  qual  Paolino. 


15 
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Ma  I'aure  genialissima 
Delia  stagione  estiva, 
Che  il  mondo  tutto  avviva, 
Pur  te  rinfranchera. 


E  se  d'Oriente  al  limpido 
Cielo  azzurrin  ritorni, 

In  traccia  di  quel  balsamo 
Che  il  male  tuo  distorni  — 

L'ebrezza  in  cuor  che  suscita 
Quel  delizioso  clima, 
Agli  occhi  tuoi,  di  prima 
La  fiamma  rendera. 


Ma  non  paiiiam  di  riedere 

A  lidi  si  lontani, 
Pensiam  piuttosto  a  vivere 

Fra'  colli  nostri  e  i  piani!  — 
Oh !  se  non  sono  il  Libano, 

Son  pur  la  bella  cosa, 

E  r  anima  amorosa 

Da  lor  la  palma  ognor. 


Vero  e  che  un  genus  bipede, 
Punto  geniale  al  suolo, 

L'iragombra,  e  in  petto  n'  eccita 
Cupa  tristezza  e  duolo  — 

Ma  le  stagion  si  seguono 
Senza  rassomigliarsi, 
E  potra  dunque  darsi 
Che  una  non  sia  per  lor  I 
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Si,  giunger^  terribile 
Delia  riscossa  il  giorno, 

E  quella  stirpe  esotica 
Alfin  fara  ritorno 

Cola  dove  assegnatole 

Fu  dal  Creator  I'albergo, 
Lungi  lasciando  a  tergo 
II  suol  del  mezzodi. 


Ed  il  tripiidio  al  fremito 
Succederanne  allora  — 

Oh  !  sara  bello  il  vivere 
Quando  verra  quell' oral 

Quando  d'Ausonia  il  popolo, 
Le  sue  catene  infraiite, 
Risorgera  gigante, 
Pari  a  qual  era  un  di! 


Forse  sarem  yecchissimi!  — 
Ma  di  letizia  il  brio 

Anche  se  sotto  al  tumulo, 
Nostro  sara,  per  Diol  — 

Che  r  ossa  da  magnetica 
Forza  agitate  e  scosse, 
Perfin  dentro  le  fosse 
Tripudieranno  allori  — 


Ma,  basta !  ambivo  scriverti 
Bernesche  rime,  e  mai 

Di  far  de'versi  simili, 

Te  '1  giuro,  non  pensai  — 
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Che  Yuoi?  la  lingua  sdrucciola 
La  dove  il  dente  duole, 
E  meste  le  parole 
Sorgon  da  mesto  cuor!  — 


Qui  stiamo  ben,  benissimo, 
E  ti  aspettiamo  in  gloria  : 

Torna,  tu  dunque,  affrettati, 
Che  si  fara  baldoria 

Quando  ti  mostri,  e  stringerti 
Si  ti  YOgliamo  sodo^ 
Che  '1  male  tuo  in  tal  modo 
Dai  pori  sloggera!  — 

1853. 


229  — 


ALL' AM  ICO    C.    P. 

{Avendomi  C.  P.  regalato  ua  presse-papier  in  forma  di  Cammello, 
io  glie  ne  resi  uno  in  forma  di  Rospo). 


Un  Cammello  mi  desti;  or  io  ti  rendo^ 

In  contraccambio,  "un'  animal  clie  e  tipo 

Di  galvanica  vita  intorpidita  — 

Yita  d'inerte  sonno  —  un  dormiveglia 

Eterno  quasi  per  la  sua  durata. 

Simbolo  e  questo,  come  ben  comprendi, 

Del  regime  che  a  noi,  d'Etruria  flgli, 

Sovrasta  —  in  cor  paralizzando  a  tutti 

II  forte  ingegno  —  eredita  degli  avi  1 

Crudo  torpor  !  —  Ma  veh  !  che  il  tuon  di  guerra 

Rimbomba  nell'Oriente  —  e  ferro  e  fiamma 

Divora  alfin  di  tirannia  la  rocca!  — 

Guida  or  le  Genti  irresistibil  slancio 

A  nuove  sorti  sovra  eccelse  basi ! 

Gesso  1  prestigio  pe'  bugiardi  dritti  — 

Una  forza  gigante  incombe  al  trono, 

E  detta  al  mondo  il  suo  voler  supremo !  — 

Non  pill  sonno  per  noi,  diletto  amico  ! 

Or  di  se  stessi  i  popoli  sovrani 

Al  cielo  spiegheranno  ogni  lor  possa_, 
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Ed  il  torpor  non  piu  sarc\  retaggio 

D' Etruria  ai  figli !  — ed  il  passato  indegno 

Per  la  penna  sar^  d'ogni  cronista, 

Scorbia  figura,  frigida  e  schifosa, 

Qual  e  di  sua  genia  questo  mio  rospo  I 

1855. 
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IL    DOTT.    U.  .  .    ED    IL    SUO    QUID. 


Disse  U.  .  . :  "Andate  franchi 
Manca  il  quid  —  la  pestilenza 
Flagellar  non  puo  Fiorenza,  — 
Manca  il  cjiiicl!" 


Appoggiati  a  tal  sentenza, 
Qui  si  rise  del  colera  — 
E  cantavasi  la  sera: 

Manca  il  quid! 


Qualche  caso  pure  avvenne  — 
Ma  il  gran  piccolo  Dottore : 
"Non  alligna  —  non  si  muore — 
Manca  il  quid! 


Ripetea  per  ogni  dove  — 
"Cosa  sono  dieci  casi? 
Me  credete  —  senza  frasi  — 

Manca  il  quid! 
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Or  si  muore  a  tutto  spiano-— 
II  colera  ha  il  vento  in  poppa, 
A  Trespiano  si  galoppa 

Senza  un  quid! 


Fugge  U.  .  .  a  tale  aspetto  — 

Ma  susurra  per  la  via: 

"Frutto  egli  e  di  gelosia 

"Tale  un  quid! 


Si^  per  opra  dei  colleghi, 
"Che  non  possonmi  patire, 
"Qui  per  farmi  scomparire 

"Venne  il  quid!'' 


"Ma  vendetta  mi  ho  crudele  — 
"Questa  razza  astiosa  e  ignara, 
"Che  disprezza  la  mia  cMara,  ^) 
"Goda  il  quidir' 

1855. 


*)  La  chiara  d'  novo  era  dal  Datt.  U.  .  .   raccomaudata  come  ottinio 
rimedio.  — 
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L'ERA  NUOYA  E  IL  MOTO. 


Chi  dalla  Cupola, 
Senza  trovarsi 

Stuonato  d'animo^ 
Non  sa  staccarsi,  — 

E  corpo  flaccido 
Che  schiavo  vile 

Si  fa  nel  grufolo 
Del  suo  COY  lie.  — 
Di  stufa  e  fiore, 
Che  air  aria  muore! 


Quel  sempre  vivere 
Ove  uno  nacque^ 

Ristagna  ranima, 
E,  pari  alle  acque 

Che,  chiuse  immobili 
Fra  brevi  sponde, 

D'  insetti  s"  empiono 
E  bestie  immonde, 
Di  stolte  idee 
Dessa  s'imbeei 
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Si  varolii  il  limite 
Del  vecchio  covo. 

Si  fiuti  im  briciolo 
Di  montlo  nuovot 

II  cuor,  lo  spirito, 
Ratto  si  estende- 

Dagli  occhi  calano 
Ignote  bende  — 
Si  pensa  e  sente 
Pill  rettamente.  — 


Bando  alle  misere 

Idee  triviali, 
Ai  bassi  vincoli 

Municipali  — 
Largo  airamalgama 

Che  ci  affratella, 
Che  schiude  ai  popoli 

Era  novella  — 

Viva  il  vapore 

Moderatore! 


II  Gallo,  rAnglico, 
II  Musulmano, 

L'  Ispano,  il  Retico, 
Ed  il  Germano  — 

II  Russo,  il  Finnico, 
E  rOlandese, 

II  Belga  e  1'  Italo  — 
Greco  e  Danese  — 
Si  mischieranno, 
S'  intenderanno.  — 
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E  tutti  i  popoli. 
Da  polo  a  polo, 

Potranno,  imitisi 
Qual'uno  solo. 

In  era  prossima 
Con  zelo  istesso, 

Sul  calle  spingersi 
Del  gran  Progresso 
Che  mira,  ardito. 
Air  infinito ! 

1856. 
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LA    MORTE    DI    BURRASCHINO 

(CANE   FIDISSIMO   DI    E.    F.) 


Sul  volto  aifabile 

D'una  matrona^ 
E  sceso  un  nuvoio 

In  questi  di  — 
E  dessa  flebile 

Col  labbro  intuona 
Un  vale  all'essere 

Che  or  or  spari. 

E  chi  quest' essere?  — 

Non  delle  umane 
Razze  degeneri 

Parte  egli  fe  — 
Ma  fu  degnissimo 

Sagace  cane, 
Inalterabile 

D'  amore  e  fe.  — 
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'Caro  carissimo 

Mio  Burraschino, 
Se  nel  gran  vortice 

D'eterno  di. 
Ha  stanza  '1  spirito 

Che  al  graziosino 
Tuo  corpiciattolo 

Vita  forni," — 

'Non  e  impossibile 

Che  tu  m'  ascolti, 
E  che  le  lagrime 

Tu  scorga  ancor^ 
Che  qui  mi  sgorgano 

Mentre  ho  rivolti 
Su  te,  fidissimo, 

Pensiero  e  cuorl" 

Rid  a  lo  scettico 

Crudo  mortale, 
Che  il  mondo  stolid  o 

Savio  chiamo  — 
Con  beffe  insipida 

Pote  cotale 
Gli  arcani  schiudere 

Che  Dio  velo  ?  — 

Dico  possibile 

(Chi  '1  pud  negare  ?) 
Che  la  nell'etere 

Dio  comparti, 
Ancora  alle  umili 

Bestie  quel  mare 
D'  eterno  vivere 

Che  a  noi  forni! 
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Cosi  spiegarcisi 

Possiamo  almeno. 
La  brama  fervida 

Che  il  cuor  provo, 
Perfin  di  stringere 

Di  nuovo  al  seno, 
II  can  die  barbara 

Morte  involo  I  — 

Se  falso  fossesi 

Cotal  desire  — 
Natura  provvida 

Giammai  pel  cuor 
Deiruom,  non  pensasi, 

Potria  sortire  — 
Se  Dio  non  vogliasi 

Ingannator!  — 

1856. 
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AL    MIO    FRATELLO    CARLO 

in  occasione  del  34^  anniversario  della  sua  nascita. 


Scliietti  vocaboli, 
Frase  concisa, 

Ecco  il  tuo  genere, 
La  tua  divisa^ 

Che  qui,  seguendoti^ 
Adotto  anch'  io 

Per  farti  nu  brindisi, 
0  Carlo  mio. 
Con  grato  vino 
Del  nostro  tino  I 

Possa  il  tuo  spirito 
Lunglii  anni  ancora, 

Nel  cuor  tuo  nobile 
Serbar  dimora  ! 

E^  pari  aH'inclito 
EsSERE  amato; 

Ch'  e  tuo  prototipo, 
Sii  tu  onorato ; 
Cogliendo  il  serto 
DoYuto  al  merto  1 
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E  possa  r  itala 
Patria  adorata, 

A  vita  libera 
Resuscitata, 

Un  giorno  scriverti 
Fra'  suoi  piii  prodi 

Figli,  ed  a'  posteri 
Narrar  tue  lodi; 
Saggio  e  soldato. 
Da  tutti  amatof 

1857. 
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ALL  A  MARCHES  A  PAOLINA  N. 


'BON-BON  DI   MASCHERA:. 


II  cuor  modesto  e  schietto 
Che  serbi  nel  tuo  petto, 

Del  mondo  in  mezzo  al  vortice, 
De'  tuoi  pregi  il  gioiello 
II  pill  prezioso  e  bello 

Egli  e,  Paolina,  credimi  — 

Vero  e  die  il  tuo  bel  viso 
Sembra  del  paradiso 

Dolce  yisione  scliiudere  — 
Pur,  credi,  al  tuo  splendore, 
Centro  e  I'ingenuo  cuore  — 

Ricordati  la  riiascliera.  — 

1857. 
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ALLA  CONTESSA  A. 


(bon-bon  di    maschera). 


Bella,  modesta  e  pura, 
Segui  il  cammin,  secura 
Che  il  mondo  e  il  suo  veleno 
Non  turbera  il  sereno 
Deiranima  o:entil. 


o" 


La  semplice  virtude, 
Che  al  cor  ti  e  scorta,  elude 
Di  Satana  1'  inganno, 
E  schiva  il  triste  affanno, 
Retaggio  aU'empio  e  al  vil. 

1857. 


I 
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ALLA    PRINCIPESSA    S. 


(bon-bon  di  maschera). 


E  Genova  superba,  e  Flora  e  bella^ 
Ma  tu,  ligure  stella. 
Flora  supe?^t)a  fai, 
Che  in  te  possiede  omai 
Di  Genova  la  Bella! 

1857. 
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ALLA    CONTESSA    G.    BELLA    G. 


(BON-BON   DI   MASCHERA'. 


Se,  come  dicesi, 

L'  occhio  e  lo  speglio 
Che  pinge  1'  anima  — 

Di  te  chi  meglio 
Nel  mondo,  credimi, 

Non  v'ha  che  sia  — 
Si,  coir  angelica 

Fisonomia, 

A  noi  ti  sveli 

Figlia  de'  cieli  f 

1857. 
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A    E.    Z. 


(BON-BON    DI     MASCHERA). 


Stella  sei  d'  Oriente, 
Che  ride  al  sol  nascente 

In  grembo  dell'Aurora 
II  tuo  guardo,  il  sorriso, 
Delizia  e  paradiso, 

Qual  nettare  ristora, 
E  r  alma  intorpidita 
Solleva  a  nuova  vita. 

1857. 
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A    UGOLINO    DELLA    G, 


(BON-BON  DI    MASCHERA). 


In  questi  anni  che  le  viti 
Danno  sol  grappoli  uggiti, 
E  che  vuote  son  le  botti^ 
Nella  testa  a  tutti  i  dotti 
(Testa  sempre  frugola) 
Venne  tosto  la  mania 

D'  intrugliare 

Onde  trovare 
Qualche  bibita  che  sia 

Di  diletto  all'ugola- 
Senza  troppo  strapazzarci 
Nella  borsa,  e  ristorarci. 


Pero  te,  caro  Ugolino, 

Questa  cosa  non  alletta; 
"Se/'  til  dici,  "e  indegno  il  vino — 

"Meglio  e  starne  all'acqua  schietta 
"Non  vo'  spendere  in  Bord6, 
"Alia  Francia  per  far  pro  — 
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"Ma  cinquanta  mila  lire 
"Conto  gin  per  poter  dire: 
"L'acqua  bevo  a  tiitto  spiano, 
"La  conserva  ho  sotto  mano^ 
"Alia  villa-  mia. " 
E  cosi  sia ! 
Per  codesta  tua  cannella, 
Non  ha  invidia  il  tuo  Brighella ! 

1857. 
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A     WALFREDO     BELLA     G. 


(bon-bon  di  maschera). 


Nella  immensa  prateria, 
Che  con  molta  maestria, 

In  Maremma  tu  prepari; 
Credo  bene  di  avAasarti, 

Per  la  sua  sterminatezza, 
Che  sarebbe  un  rovinarti, 

Se,  con  subita  accortezza, 
Tu,  seguendo  la  natura, 
Senza  scrupolo  o  paura, 

Al  difetto  non  ripari. 


Fai  venir  qui  de'  salvaggi 
Dair  America  del  Norde  ; 
Di  quel  tai  che  forman  le  orde 
Teste  piatte  ed  Osaggesi, 
Piedi  neri  ed  Iroccliesi, 
Si  preziosi  in  quel  paraggi  — 
In  quell'  ampia  prateria, 
Ove  fan  da  polizia. 
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In  tal  guisa  avrai  nel  prato 
L'  elemento,  a  buon  mercato^ 
Che  natura  vuol  che  esista 
Dove  a  perdita  di  vista 
Nasce  il  fien  di  lupinellaf  — 
Ti  saluta  il  tuo  Brighella! 

1857. 
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ALLA    SIGNORA    C.    H. 


Cara  carissima 

Pia,  dal  tiio  volto, 

Aver  tu  sembrimi 

Senno  e  di  molto  - 

Ne  par  possibile, 
Poi  conosciuta, 

Che  certa  fisima 
Cosi  cocciuta, 
Possa  di  calma 
Privarti  Talma. 


Non  oso  esprimerti 
II  mio  concetto  — - 

Ma  scritto  trovilo 
In  ogni  oggetto. 

D'  intorno  mirati, 
E  cure  e  mali 

Vedrai  che  aggravano 
Tutti  i  mortal!  — 
Morbi  e  miserie, 
Qual  triste  serie  I 
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E  til  sanissima 

E  ricca  in  vero. 

Pill  dei  ricchissimi 
Del  regno  intero, 

Ti  attristi  V  animo 
Pensando  a  giiai^ 

Che  iin  di  colpironti^ 
Ma  lieve  assai ! 
Oh  !  che  pazzia  — 
Mia  cara  Pia !  — 


L'ingrata  e  qiieriila 

Tiia  voce  alfine^ 
Pel  tuo  benessere, 

Calma  —  e  le  spine, 
Che  sola  ingeneri 

Xeir  invidiata 
Tua  vita  —  affrettati 

Coir  assennata 

Tiia  mente  a  infrangere, 

E  cessa  il  piangere. — 

1857. 
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AL    DUCA    DI    SERRA    DI    FALCO 


(Prima  clie  tornasse  in  Sicilia  dopo  ottenuta  la  grazia). 


SCHERZO. 


Serra  di  Falco,  vai? 


Eh!  come  fare?  — 
Parrebbe  qiiesta  grazia  disprezzare  — 
Vado,  ma  presto  tornero  fra  voi. 


Se  vai,  non  torni. 

E  perche  no' 


Che  vuoi? 
AUorche  de'  colombi  si  reali 
Al  Castello  natio  ripiegan  le  ali. 
Con  arte  queste  sono  loro  tarpate, 
E  gabbiati  si  trovan  f  f 
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Nol  pensate; 
S'hanno  riguardi  per  dei  pari  a  noi 
Capite?  — 


No.  Ma  capirete  voi. 


Yado. 


Addio!  Ma  pur  pensa  di  niiovo 
Al  Regio  Bomba  ed  al  Castel  dell'  Ovo. 


Sulla  sua  man  quand'lio  deposto  un  bacio 
Allor  .... 


Capisco,  siete  pane  e  cacio.  — 
Ma  sorge  un  osso,  in  caso  tal  piu  duro  — 
Fra'  patriotti  ascoso  in  canto  oscuro. 
II  popolo,  tu  pensa,  fu  potente, 
E  tu  il  servisti  —  clie  lo  conti  niente  ?  — 
Ei,  si  le  pergamene  ciie  le  croci. 
Pone  in  non  cale:  ma  con  atti  atroci 
Prova  sovente  da  qual  d'  esso  sia 
Sui  rinneo^ati  la  vendetta  ria!  — 


(Eh!  non  v' e  dubbio!  — ma  non  qui  conviene 
Mostrarsi  molle).  Amico,  dite  bene: 
Ma  quando  un  galantuom  fa  1  suo  dovere, 
Ognor  prudenza  non  puo  far  valere. 
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E  d'uopo  cli'ei  si  mostri  anche  im  pocliino 
Ardito^  e  lasci  il  resto  al  suo  destine. 


In  ri.a  all' Arno  ti  sei  fatto  prode. 


Non  so  —  Ma  grata  mi  e  la  vostra  lode. 
Si  la  Trinacria  rivedro  ben  presto! 
(Giunto  che  sono  a  Napoli  —  li  resto!) 


Del  ribelle  Senato  il  Presidente 
Sara  bello  il  veder  fra  la  sua  gente. 
(Ma  se^  davvero,  tu  ci  vai  Lofaso, 
Sarei  capace  di  tagliarmi  il  naso!)  — 

1857. 
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ALLO     STBSSO 


(sgomento  nel  tornarsene  in  Sicilia  dopo  8  anni  di  esilio). 


Se  Silvio  non  pote  di  sua  prigione 

Uscir  con  mente  lieta  e  asciutto  ciglio, 
Te  non  sorprenda,  se  di  tua  magione, 
Se  da  Fiorenza,  dopo  lungo  esiglio, 
Distaccarti  non  sai  senza  che  in  core 
Ti  prema  im  natural  forte  dolore. 

Ne  pensa  che  su  te  sventura  penda 
La  tua  nel  visitar  spiaggia  natia  — 
Iddio^  che  gaudio  e  duol  quaggiu  avvicenda, 
A  prova  te  sommise  e  dura  e  ria, 
Per  render  la  tua  vita  piu  giuliva^ 
Al  tuo  ritorno  suU'Etrusca  riva. 

1857. 


256 


SULLA  TOMBA  DI  UNO  SGRICCIOLO 

(da  me  ucciso  al  Gombo  con  una  pistolina  alia  Montecristo). 


Un  vago  augellino  di  queste  pinete, 
Colpito  nel  core  da  crudo  mortale, 
Qui  giace  sepolto,  qui  gode  qui'ete  — 
L'eterea  scintilla,  die  forza  vitale 
Air  esile  infuse  suo  corpo,  credete 
Che  spenta  fia  pure  nel  sonno  eternale? 
No !  mai  non  s'  estinse :  gia  dessa  novella 
Creatura  ravviva  piu  forte^  piu  bella  f 


La  morte  e  parola  dall'  uom  pronunziata, 
Che  solo  a  materia  suo  guardo  confina: 
La  vampa  di  vita  dal  cielo  emanata^ 
Iddio  non  a  morte  ma  a  vita  destina.  — 
La  zolla  alia  zolla  pur  sempre  e  tornata. 
Ma  '1  soffio  divino  a  tal  legge  non  china: 
Ridesta  altre  forme  che  splendono  al  giorno, 
Ed  ornano  ovunque  la  terra  d'intorno! 
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Lontano^  lontano,  sul  fianco  scosceso 
Di  riipe  deserta  che  sorge  dal  mare^ 
Si  mostra  d'  im'  aqiiila  il  nido  sospeso, 
Con  entro  la  madre  che  e  intenta  a  covare; 
E,  mentre  qui  sotto  lo  sgriccio  ho  disteso^ 
Un  vispo  aquilotto  alia  luce  le  appare  — 
La  vita  del  sgriccio,  cresciuta  un  gradino, 
Ben  credo  passata  nel  regio  pulcino! 

1858. 
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aiADRIGALE 


Un  povero  cristiano,  che  la  morte 

Sottrasse  a  questo  sublunar  vivaio, 
Del  cielo  ricerco  le  vie  piu  corte, 
E  giuntovi,  San  Pietro,  il  portinaio, 
Gli  disse:  Amico  mio,  sul  repertorio 
Ritrovo  il  vostro  nome  in  Purgatorio.  — 

Andate  dunque  via,  perclie  conviene 
Che  li  subiate  salutar  tortura. 
Ma  il  morto  gli  rispose:  Quelle  pene 
Subite  ho  in  terra  fra  le  quattro  mura, 
Ammogliatomi  essendo. — Oh!  allor  scusate, 
Degno  siete  del  cielo;  avanti,  entrate. 

Un  altro  poi  ne  venne,  ed  esso  pure 

Voile  passare  a  scappellotto,  e  disse: 
Aver  sofFerto  prove  ben  piu  dure, 
Due  mogli  avendo  avute  raentre  visse ! 
Ma  Pietro  chiuse  e  dissegli:  A  tal  sorta 
Di  stolti  mai  non  s'  apre  questa  porta. 

1858. 
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UN     RITRATTO 


Giusta  statura,  svelta  ed  elegante, 

Benche  le  spalle  egli  abbia  un  po'  bassine^ 
E  le  gambe,  guardandole  im  istante, 
Lascino  il  dubbio  d'essere  ercoline; 
La  barba  e  le  fediae  ha  ben  tarpate, 
Ma  i  baffl  sembran  scopa  da  granate. 

II  naso  ha  grande  assai;  e  in  casa  nostra 
D'egual  misura,  ma  non  tanto  rosso; 
Dall'occhio  e  dalla  fronte  ben  dimostra 
Nei  libri  aver  fiutato  a  piu  non  posso: 
Difatti  il  slio  parlare  e  dot  to  e  vario; 
E  veramente  un  Uomo  dizionario. 

Di  cuore  e  compiacente,  e  per  natura 

Dolce  I'animo  avrebbe  al  par  del  mele. 
Ma  il  secol  criido,  e  I'esperienza  dura, 
Nel  fondo  v'  ha  infiltrato  un  po'  di  fiele, 
Che  esternasi  pero  solo  sul  ciglio, 
Che  sereno  non  e,  ma  fa  cipiglio. 

1858. 
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Segue  a  volte  ai  zerbinotti 
Farfalloni  dei  salotti, 
Di  cader  nell'apatia.M 
Oh!  che  brutta  malattial 


Si  radiman  A'erso  sera, 

Quando  ognim  con  mesta  cera_, 
Stropicciandosi  la  veste, 
Sprezzar  dice  ormai  le  feste^ 


Ove  il  Yolgo  dei  mortali 

Fa  le  smorfie,  tali  e  quali, 
Da  mill'anni  a  questa  parte  — 
Divorziando  il  cuor  per  I'arte. 


E  (accennando  al  sigaretto) 
"II  pill  placido  diletto 
Che  offre  a  noi  la  siiblniiare 
Vita,"  esclama,  "egli  e  il  fiimare. 
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Che  le  donne,  il  vino,  il  gioco, 
Son  trastuUi  per  im  poco, 
Ma  che  poi  vinti  da  noia, 
Si  rile^an  tutti  al  boia. 


E  che  alfin  la  bella  vita 
Sta  nel  far  da  eremita, 
E  seder  con  pipa  in  bocca, 
Finche  il  transito  ci  toccaf 


Che  cosi  si  pensa  e  crede 
NeirOriente,  ove  risiede 
Quella  razza  primitiva, 
Da  cui  tutti  si  deriva! — 


Pietro,  Enrico,  e  Cesarino, 
Che  la  sera  a  capo  chino 
In  tal  guisa  sproloquiate, 
Su  destatevi  e  —  tornate ! 


II  commercio  con  il  mondo, 
Ha  il  suo  lato  assai  giocondo, 
Ed  ai  cinque  lustri  appena, 
Schiude  in  ver  la  bella  scena. 


Quel  che  maschio  e  ben  di  mente, 
Ama  il  mischio  della  gente, 
E  nel  grande  zibaldone 
Compier  vuol  la  sua  missione. 
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Deh  t  sorgete  —  il  suol  native 
Tuttavia  di  vita  e  privo  — 
Su  da  prodi  arditamente 
Date  ad  esso  e  braccio  e  mente! 


E  se  im  di  nel  campo  altiera 
Torna  Tltala  bandiera  — 
Li  vo'  siate  e  ognim  la  vita 
Sdegni  allor  dell' eremita. — 

1858. 
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DALL'ETRURIA 

GRIDO   DI   BEN    VENUTO   AL    RE 

16  APRILE  1860. 

Tradotto  dall'  inglese  del  sig.  Lockart,  M.  A.  Oxon. 


Bella  Firenze,  le  ghirlande  intreccia; 
Che  di  gioia  verace  e  giunta  I'ora; 
E  tu^  veniente  di,  spunta  sereno, 
E  limpido  sorridi  infino  a  sera. 


Salve,  aurora  ingemmata  I  e  salve,  o  Febo^ 
Che  benigno  ascoltavi  i  nostri  voti. 
Su,  Toscani,  sorgete  —  il  mar  Tirreno 
Alta  la  prora  adduce  —  e  messaggera 
Gia  lungo  il  filo  la  scintilla  scorre  — 
E  r  elettrico  annunzio  si  propaga; 
Tutta  Fiorenza  il  sa  —  Vittorio  approda  — 

—  Giu  dai  vigneti,  o  voi  libere  genti, 
Dagli  oliveti  qui  muovete  —  e  desso  i 
Dalla  Candida  croce,  il  prode,  il  fido, 
II  Re-soldato  che  vi  fe'  redenti !  — 

—  Scendono  a  torme  dai  vigneti  ameni. 
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Giungon  dagli  oliveti  a  mille  e  mille  — 
Ecco  la  bianca  croce;  e  desso,  e  desso ! 
II  Re  guerrier  dal  generoso  cuore  ! ! 
Prorupper  tutti  in  questo  grido  allora 
Che  magico  echeggio  dentro  Fiorenzaf 

Grido,  che  dall'altero  auimo  uscia 
D'lm  popol  che  senti  la  sua  possanza, 
Segnando  nei  suoi  fasti  la  vittoria 
Del  giusto  —  grido,  che  esultante  a  Dio 
Ergea  glorioso  il  suon  della  parola. 
Quale  interprete  vera  del  pensiero. 
Simile  al  di  che  vergine  nascea. 

Grido,  che  innalza  a  unisono  col  cielo 
Lode  air  eterno  onnipotente  Dio  — 
Di  grato  animo  osanna  e  d'allegrezza  — 
D'estasi  il  suon  che  libertade  estoUe  ! 
Grido  de'  forti  figli  a  te  devoti  — 
Degni  del  magno  tuo  cuore  paterno  — 
Figli  novelli,  non  conquisi  in  guerra, 
Che  sol  da  patrio  amor  commossi  e  tratti, 
Invitti  t'  acclamar  duce  supremo  t 

Grido  d'  omaggio  —  portentoso  accordo  — 
Benedizion  dell'  itala  contrada  — 
Grido  deir  uom  che,  scevro  di  ritorte, 
A  te  si  lega,  ed  essere  desia 
Di  te,  fedele  Re,  servo  fedele.  — 

Salve,  Vittorio,  tu  dal  caro  nome  — 
Prenditi  il  nostro  cuor  —  Tanima  nostra, 
Eterea  parte  dell'  umana  spoglia, 
Che  sempre  al  retto  ed  all'onor  s'  inchina. 
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Salve,  tu  d' anticliissimo  lignaggio, 

E  di  fama  preclara  ed  incorrotta, 

Che  ben  trainee  in  te  —  tu  clie  ne  sembri 

Arbore  eccelso,  che  dall'alpe  altera 

Fin  qui  le  braccia  sue  stende  ed  accoglie 

L'etrusca  vite  in  amoroso  amplessol  — 

Salve,  0  tu  prediletto  ovunque  il  dolce 

Italico  linguaggio  si  rivela  — 

Tu,  che,  con  volo  audace  e  generoso, 

T'  ergi  sublime  sulle  glorie  avite ; 

Benedetto  sii  tu  nel  trono  tuo 

E  nel  diadema  —  e  benedetto  il  brando 

Che  neir  onesta  mano  alto  sollevi, 

Campion  del  giusto  e  di  speranza  il  faro!- 

Va,  tu  prosegui  vittorioso  il  passo 
Ove  t'  appella  del  dolor  la  voce  — 
Ove,  sotto  al  furor  delle  nefande 
Arti  di  tirannia,  gemon  le  genti, 
Ti  mostra,  e  1'  iri  apparira  nel  cielo, 
Di  liberta  presaga  e  di  riscatto! 

Va  tu,  Vittorio  Emanuele,  e  sii 

Vendicator  tetragono  del  giusto. 

Liberator  della  tradita  gente  — 

E  sii  tu  Re  di  libere  contrade 

Per  lungo  d'anni  avvicendarsi,  e  sempre 

Adorato  da  tutti  e  in  te  felicel 

I860. 
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BRINDISI  IN  CASA 


DI     AM  I  CI     NAPOLETANI. 


lo  della  bella  Napoli, 
Regina  del  Tirreno, 
Ricordo  traggo  ameno 
E  palpiti  d'amorf 

E  qui  clie  di  Partenope 
Volti  gentil  ritrovo, 
Dolce  quell' estro  provo 
Che  al  carrae  invita  ognor. 

Al  vate  adunque  degnisi 
Conceder  un  momento, 
Sicche  con  breve  accento 
Sfoghi  '1  bramoso  cuor. — 

Possa  superba  Napoli 
Di  sua  grandezza  vera, 
Esser  colonna  altera 
Di  nostra  liberty!  — 
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E  i  figli  suoi  che  freraono 
Di  forte  vita  arclente, 
Tributin  ciiore  e  mente 
Airitala  unita.  — 

Completo  allor  de'  secoli 
Sara  I'antico  voto, 
E,  dell'Ausonia  il  moto, 
Trionfo  intiero  avra!  — 

I860. 
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S  0  N  E  T  T  0 


Cadde  Gaeta  alfine  —  e  tosto  un  grido 
Di  giubilo  si  spande  ai  quattro  venti  — 
E  I'irte  schiere,  che  a  Venezia  il  lido 
Calpestano  superbe,  —  or  gia  le  menti 

Curvano  meste,  —  che  il  destino  e  fido 
Che  guida  Italia  sulle  strade  ardenti 
Delia  vita  sua  nuova  —"Ete  pur  sficlo, 
0  Teclesco,  pur  te  I "  —  queste  frementi 

Parole  ei  vede  daila  man  del  fato 

Scritte  in  traverso  della  bianca  croce  — 
E  se  all'elsa  ricorre  il  pugno  irato. 

Pure  entro  al  cuor  susurragli  una  voce, 
Ripetendo:  ''nol  vedi  die  fiaccato 
Dal  giusto  dritto  e  7  regno  tuo  feroceV 
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VERSI    SCRITTI   NELL  ALBUM 


DELLA    MARCHESA    VITTORIA    M. 


Era  nato  pel  campo  di  Marte 

Ove  attemprasi  il  cuor  nel  cimento, 

E  pel  Tempio  sublime  dell' Arte 
Ove  trova  geniale  alimento, 

Sovra  I'ara  del  Bello  e  del  Vero, 

L'  ima  vanipa  d'  arcano  pensiero.  -— 

Ma  1  destino  nol  voile  —  sospinta 
Sui  marosi  di  stupida  calma, 

Di  mia  speme  la  nave  fu  avvinta 
Dal  letargo  glaciale  dell' alma  — 

E  languendo  ho  disceso  il  pendio, 

Quasi  in  sogno,  del  vivere  mio.  — 

Pur  quel  genio,  che  meco  riposa, 
Batte  le  ali  talora  e  mi  scuote, 

"Su"  mi  dice  "la  tua  negliittosa 
"Cetra  atteggia  all'energiche  note 

"Che  natura  nel  seno  t'ha  impresso — 

"Su,  ti  sveglia  —  ritorna  tu  stessol" 
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Ed  ubbidiente  e  docile 

Talor  mi  accingo  al  canto.  - 
Al  ciglio  tuo  si  nobile, 

Che  in  ciior  mi  parla  tanto, 
Modesto  omaggio  or  vedimi 

Recarti  in  questo  di. 

Madre,  che  forte  il  palpito 
Del  patrio  affetto  provi, 

Nei  figli  tuoi  quell' animo 
Tetragono  ritrovi, 

Per  cui  la  terra  Italica 
II  vanto  suo  sortit 

Essi  nei  di  dei  turbini 

Che  pur  ci  serba  il  Fato, 

Brillare  io  miro  indomiti. 
Col  brando  insanguinato, 

Pugnando  al  grido,  al  fremito, 
D'  Italia  e  libertal 

E  '1  serto  lor  che  sfolgora 

Di  gloria  imperitura, 
Vedo  che  dessi  pongono 

Sulla  tua  fronte  pura 
Dicendo:  "0  madre,  il  merito 

N'  e  tuo,  e  il  ciel  lo  sa!" 

1863. 
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BRINDISI  A  UN  DESINARE 


a  bocca  e  borsa,  ai  bagnetti  del  Palmieri. 


Nei  di  mirabili 
In  cui  viviamo^ 

A  lieto  brindisi 
Tutti  richiamo. 

E  lusingandomi 

Che  a  tutti  piaccia, 

Vo'  qui  r  analisi 

Far  d'ogni  faccia  — 
Scusate  un  poco, 
E  corto  il  gioco. 


Tu  die  squadernimi 
Con  tanto  d'occhij 

Mio  dilettissimo 
Romano  Trocchi, 

Credi  che  il  brindisi 
Ai  preti  miri^ 

Onde  una  gomena 
Tutti  li  tiri 
In  fondo  al  mare, 
Per  li .  .  .  pregare ! 
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E  tu  simpatica, 
Alraa  gentile, 

Vittoria,  dubiti 
Che  nel  mio  stile 

Un  che  sardonico 
Vi  sia  nascosto  — 

Sicche  non  t'occupi 
Che  dell'arrosto, 
E  pianti  il  vate 
Per  le  patate. 


Pill  fiirbo  stimasi 
il  Conte  Enrico, 

E  crede  leggermi 
Siccome  un  plico  — 

E  la  pindarica 
Mia  musa  pensa 

Veder  discendere 
Sotto  la  mensa. 
Per  batter  le  ale 
Sul  ''Gran  Stwalel 


II  Signor  Needhame 
Ci  pensa  bene, 

Ed  il  mio  brindisi 
Esser  ritiene 

Per  un  qualch'idolo, 
0  santo  strano, 

Del  paganesimo 
Nostro  Italiano, 
Che  a  pace  o  guerra 
Presieda  in  terra. 


-  273  — 

Veggo  la  Candida 

Nostra  Bettina, 
Scandalizzandosi, 

Far  la  moina, 
E  dir:  "Quel  diavolo 

"Del  Signer  Bassy,"*^) 
"Non  sorge  all'etere, 

"Ma  cala  ai  bassi 

"Lidi  laggiu, 

"Di  Belzebu." 


"E  forse  un  brindisi 

"Ei  ci  dara 
"D'una  satannica 

"Divinita  — 
"Per  poi,  scusandosi, 

"Dirci  che  crede 
"Che  Dio  nell'Erebo 

"Ha  posto  sede 

"A  un  mal  che  in  fondo 

"E  il  ben  del  mondo!" 


Ma  qui  '1  filosofo 

Vecchio  amicone, 
Poldo  soccorremi 
E  si  compone, 
II  viso  a  ridere 

Per  dir:  "Bastiano, 
"II  gusto  ha  semplice 
"E  punto  strano, 
"E  tutto  amore 


Per  le  signorel" 


Mio  soprannome. 
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"Ed  il  suo  brindisi 
"Credete  a  me, 

"E  amor  platonico, 
"Altro  non  e  — 

'Terche  per  Tanima 
"Che  sente  assai, 

"E  questo  il  farmaco 
"Di  tutti  i  guai, 
"E  il  punto  estremo 
"Del  ben  supremo!" 


"Un  tal  capitolo," 

Fa  Santoponte, 
"In  me  dissimila 

"Porta  altre  impronte 
"Ma  zitti  —  piacemi 

"II  lasciar  fare 
"A  ognuno  ad  libitum 

"Quel  che  gli  pare. — 

"II  toast  sar^ 

"La  libertdl'' 


I  giovanissimi 
Quivi  presently 

Tutti  si  guardano 
Attenti  attenti  — 

Ed  e  un  ripetersi: 
"Si,  lasciar  fare 

'A  ognuno  ad  libitum 
"Quel  che  gli  pare, — 
"Regola  e  queila 
"Piu  savia  e  bella!" 
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Ma  tempo  e,  diamine, 
Di  terminare  — 

Che  troppo  impicciasi 
II  desinare  — 

Ecco  il  mio  hrindisi, — 
Badate  bene, 

fi  cosa  semplice 
Che  si  rinviene 
Ove  pill  '\  cuore 
Provo  dolore.  — 


lo  bevo  airintimo 
Profondo  affetto, 

Che  ratto  ingenera 
Nell'imo  petto, 

L'arcano  fascino 
Di  simpatia ; 

Colraiamo  i  calici 
Beviam,  su  via. 
Air  amicizia 
Nostra  deliziaf 


E  se  nel  volgere 
Di  eta  futura, 

Qualcun  rammentisi 
Di  queste  mura, 

E  le  rivisiti  — 
Quel  di  ricordi 

In  cui,  riunitici 
Quivi  concordi, 
A  mensa  lieta 
lo  fui  poeta!  — 


1863 
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A  MIO  PADRE,   SENATOR  FENZI, 
il  giorno  in  cui  compiva  80  anni,  8  aprile  1864. 


(Fu  letto  da  me  a  tavola  in  famiglia,  essendo  unico  nostro  commensale 
il  Generale  Fanti,  reduce  daU'Egitto). 


Quando  Colombo  indomito 
Cerc6  le  ignote  sponde, 

Vagando  dell'Oceano 

Deserto,  in  mezzo  alle  onde,  - 

E  le  rinvenne,  e  incolume 
Baldo  vi  pose  il  pief  — 

L'ebbrezza,  che  nell'  anima 
Provonne  in  tal  momento, 

Maggior,  non  credo,  fossesi 
Del  gaudio  e  del  contento, 

Che  dopo  tanto  svolgersi 

D' anni,  or  si  spetta  a  te!  — 

Riedi  col  guardo  all'epoca 
Che  t'imbarcasti  ardito, 

Tu  pur  per  lidi  incogniti, 

Sul  mar  che  e  ognor  gremito 

Di  scogli,  ed  ove  il  fulmine 
Tanti  dei  tuoi  colpi  1  — 
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Vedi  fra  i  flutti  e  i  vortici 
D'un  mar  cotanto  infido. 

La  nave  tua,  che  or  rapida. 
Or  lenta  miiove,  e  il  lido, 

Ansia  d'un  mezzo  secolo, 
Alfln  raggiunge  un  di !  — 

Non  alia  corte  Ispanica 
Porgi  conquista  ingente. 

Ma  delizioso  il  vivere 

Rechi  alia  propria  gente, 

Cui  voile  il  Fato  arridere 
Te  dando  a  genitor!  — 

Simil  tuo  vanto  apparemi 
Miglior  d'ogni  altra  gloria; 

Ne  questo  e  tutto  —  agli  uomini 
Piccoli  0  grandi  in  storia, 

Degli  anni  e  il  gelo  il  cumulo, 
Strazio  e  martorio  ognor! 

Su  te,  pero,  che  sedici 

Liistri  gia  conti  —  invano 

II  tempo  cerca  imprimere 
Le  rughe  di  sua  mano  — 

Che  sembri  tu  sfuggirtene 
Al  piglio  distruttor!  — 

Tal  privilegio  addicesi 

Al  viver  tuo  spartano.  — 

Tu  possa  almeno  un  secolo 
Lieto  goderti  e  sano, 
Di  questa  vita  un  seguito 

In  grerabo  al  nostro  amor! 

1864. 
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A  EMANUELLE  ORAZIO  FENZI,  MIO  NIPOTE, 


il  giorno  in  cui  compiva  21  anni. 


(Scritti  nel  di  lui  album,  in  nome  di  mia  fig-lia  Cristina]. 


Giunto  alfine  a  ventun'anno, 

Sei  maggiore  innanzi  al  mondo 
Ma  non  so  se  poi  nel  fondo 
Ben  ti  arrida  un  simil  di. 

Forse  e  mesto  il  tuo  pensiero, 
Rimembraiido  che  I'albore 
Di  tua  vita,  il  primo  fiore. 
Quale  un  sogno  gia  spari! 

Ma  pel  cuor  che  si  diletta 
Nell'ambire  a  nobil  meta, 
Sorge  un'epoca  ben  lieta, 
CoUa  sua  virile  et^. 

E  tu  ricco  di  dottrina 

E  d'ingegno  assai  potente, 
Certo  egli  e  che  la  tua  mente 
Un'idea  vagheggia  gi^. 
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Che  air  Italia,  al  suol  natio 
Recar  debba  onore  e  gloria, 
E  che  forse  un  di  la  storia 
Segner^  con  lode  a  te.  — 

Pel  tuo  spirto  si  valente 

Questo  e  dunque  un  di  propizio 
Manuellino,  abbi  giudizio, 
E  ricordati  di  mef  — 

1864. 
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F  R  A  M  M  E  N  T  0 


(Scritti  in  nome  di  mia  figlia  Eugenia  e  diretti  pure  al  mio  nipote). 


Odo  sempre  ripeter  che  di  pene 
Gremito  e  della  vita  il  duro  calle, 
Che  questo  mondo  e  ""lagrimarmn  valle,'' 
La  morte  un  bene. 

A  me  nel  fior  priraissimo  degli  anni, 
Tanto  fosco  non  sembra  il  di  terreno, 
E  vibro  I'ali  al  mio  pensier  sereno 

Scevra  d'  affanni  f  — 

Forse  avro  le  mie  pene,  i  miei  martori, 
E  forse  mi  sara  barbaro  il  fato  — 
Ma  la  vita  fin  qui  mi  sembra  un  prato 
Colmo  di  fiori. 

Tu  dunque  non  temer  che  i  miei  concenti 
Sorgan  da  lira  nebulosa  e  mesta  — 
II  suono  al  qual  m'ispiro  e  suon  di  festa, 
Non  di  lamenti. — 
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NEL   LASCIARE 
LA    YILLEGGIATURA    DI    S.    ANDREA, 

il  di  2  novembre  1864. 


\ 


(  B  R  I  N  D  I  SI) 


Ama  taluno  il  vortice  del  mondo, 
Che  fregiasi  col  nome  d'  elegante, 
Ove,  in  mezzo  alia  pompa  sfolgorante, 
Prodiga  ognimo  incenso  a  vanita. 

Ama  tal  altro  la  romita  valle. 

Da  cui  solingo  mira  il  sol  nascente ; 
E  nel  silenzio  il  segue  all' occidente, 
Lontano  dalla  garrula  citta. 

A  me  pero,  che  dolce  amor  nel  petto 
Nutro  per  la  famigiia,  e  che  giammai 
Ne  dandy  ne  misantropo  invidiai, 
Al  colmo  proYO  qui  felicita.  — 

Di  Sant' Andrea  la  villa  ospitaliera, 
Ove  albergan  la  pace  e  la  gaiezza, 
Raggiunge  il  vanto,  che  il  mio  cuore  apprezza, 
Splendente  per  la  sua  gran  rarity. 
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Do  lode  e  grazie  a  un  tempo  ai  genitori 
Che  ne  invitan  goder  d'un  tanto  bene, 
E  alia  salute  lor,  che  Dio  mantiene, 
Bevo  pria  di  partirmene  di  quaf  — 

1864. 
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A    FABIO    N. 


(SCHERZO). 


Ai  versi  tuoi  rispondo, 

Caro  cugin,  che  in  fondo 
Non  punto  sei,  come  ben  dici,  un  chiurlo, 
Benche  gonfalonier  di  Ponte-a-Sturlo!  — 

lo  t'auguro  i  mill'anni 
Che  brami — e  senza  affanni  — 
Benche,  davver,  se  solo  fosser  cento, 
Parmi  che  basterebbero  all'intento. 

Gik  vecchio  comparisci  — 
Quand'  anche  tu  ti  lisci  — 
Onde  vien  la  domanda,  come  sai : 
"Fra  cinquanta  anni  cosa  sar^  mai?" 

Air  occhio  della  mente 

Mi  sembra  aver  presente 
Cosa  allora  sar^  quel  tiio  sembiante  — 
Sicche  te  lo  vo'  pingere  all'  istante. 
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Curvato  e  improsciuttito. 

Ma  senza  che  sopito 
Lo  sguardo  sia,  che,  furbo  e  lussurioso, 
La  donna  segue  ancor  tutto  smanioso. 

In  tasca  sta  la  mano. 

La  quale  con  malsano 
Sospetto  stringe  in  se  poco  danaro, 
Calda  con  febbre  propria  dell'avaro. 

Col  cuor  di  bacchettone 

Lo  veggo  giu  carpone, 
Pregare  Iddio  con  distico  latino, 
Perche  gli  allunghi  ii  fiato  un  briciolino. 

Gli  sembra  il  mondo  tutto 

Pill  gelido,  pill  brutto; 
Rimpiange  i  tempi  andati,  ma  gli  pare 
Che  sempre  e  meglio  viver  che  crepare. 

Alfin  fa  testamento, 
E  lascia,  e  ancor  con  stento, 
Qualche  soldo  a  una  povera  servetta, 
Che  i  buchi  gli  cuci  della  soletta. 

II  resto  tutto  quanto 

Lega  al  Uschetto  santo, 
Perche  quel  neri  e  grassi  piattoloni 
Coir  olio  santo  gli  ungano  i  bordoni.  .  .  . 

Che  sente  gli  verranno, 
Quando  giunga  I'afFanno, 
Forier  di  quell'  istante  in  cui  la  terra 
Reclama  la  sua  parte  e  ci  rinserra. 
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E  questa  la  figura 

Che  sembrami  sicura 
T'  attenda  verso  gli  anni  ottantanove,  — 
Ond'  e  che  la  mia  Musa  a  te  si  muove, 

Per  dirti  due  parole. 

Ma  proprio  sole  sole  : 
Ch'io  t'auguro  campare,  e,  come  spero, 
Provar  che  quel  che  ho  detto  non  e  vero. 
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quando  era  in  Collegio  a  Prato. 


Caro  figlio,  dall'  ala  paterna    . 

Tu  discosto  ti  trovi,  e  nel  cuore 
Voce  ascolti  che  all'  anima  interna 
Ti  susurra  un  sospiro,  un  dolor. 

Tu  sorvoli  lo  spazio,  e  ti  sembra 
Esser  quivi  coi  cari  congiunti, 
Che  pur  mesti  tu  miri  e  compunti 
Pel  tuo  vuoto  nel  grembo  d'  amor.  — 

Ne  s'inganna  il  pensier  che  t'ispira, 
Che  siam  tutti  dolenti  del  pari, 
E  i  concenti,  che  afRdo  alia  lira, 
Son  sospiri  che  sorgon  per  te. 

Ma  gagliardo  e  1'  alfetto  che  nutro, 
Ne  puo  nulla  variarne  il  consiglio; 
E,  se  il  pianto  mi  spunta  sul  ciglio, 
Pel  tuo  ben  so  ritorcerlo  in  me. 
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Svelto  e  grande  dal  fronte  stellate 
CoUe  luci  d'un'alma  gentile. 
Forte  il  braccio,  ed  il  cuor  attemprato 
Alia  forza  che  ispira  virtu,  — 

Tal  sarai  se  la  voce  tu  ascolti 

Solo  al  giusto  ed  ai  ver  che  t'invita 
Sul  sentier  della  giovine  vita, 
Perche  il  mondo  ti  arrida  quaggiu! 

Studia  —  studia  con  maschio  volere, 
Delia  Scienza  consegui  gli  allori  — 
Su  t'  estolli  alle  lucide  sfere 
Ove  spazia  la  mente  che  sa. 

Studia  —  studia — ed  al  nido  paterno 
Riedi  un  giorno  con  lieto  sembiante  — 
Ne  so  dirti  al  mio  cuor  quell'  istante 
Di  qual  magico  gaudio  saraf 

1S65. 
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IL    GENIO    DI    GUERRA 


(Neir  ultimo  dei  quadri  viventi,  eseguiti  nella  sala  della  Filarmonica 
neiranno  1865,  erano  rappresentate  le  Muse  e  i  Genii  dell'Arte  e  della 
Scienza  Italiana  —  ma  mancava  il  Genio  della  Guerra;  per  cui,  ad  una 
replica  che  fu  fatta  di  detti  quadri  viventi,  io  lessi  i  seguenti  versi,  fa- 
cendomi  avanti  mentre  calava  il  sipario  e  che  tutti  si  alzavano  per  lasciar 
la  sala.  Fui  ascoltato  conmolta  bonta  e  ne  piovai  noulieve  soddisfazionej. 


In  questa  immagine 

Di  Numi  e  Dive^ 
Che  propiziarono 

Le  nostre  rive;  — 
In  questo  fulgido 

Gruppo  incantato,  — 
Un  Genio  sembrami 

Dimenticato,  — 
Genio  che  il  mondo 
Conobbe  a  fondol 


Desso  e  il  fulmineo 

Genio  di  guerra  — 
Che  schiuse  alle  aquile 

L'intiera  terra  — 
Ma  poi  nel  turbine 

D'un  rio  destinO;, 
Per  lunghi  secoli 

Nel  suol  latino, 
Fu  ritenuto 
Come  perduto. 
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Pur  sotto  rincubo 

Delle  ritorte, 
Quel  Geiiio  indomito 

Non  venne  a  morte 
Che  qui  de'  Cesari 

La  polve  altiera, 
Veh!  che  ripullula, 

Torna  qual'era  — 
Riede  alia  vita 
Dei  pari  ardita!  - 


La  dove  s'ergono 

Giganti  al  cielo 
L'Alpi  dal  culmine 

D'eterno  gelo, 
Vive  Timpavida 

Stirpe,  Che  ognora 
Al  prisco  spirito 

Serbo  dimora, 
Con  maschio  e  fiero 
Voler  guerriero!  — 


E  quando  ai  popoli 

D'Ausonia,  scossi 
Dal  sormo  ignobile^ 

Un  di  provossi 
L'istinto  vindice 

Di  alzar  la  spada, 
E  alia  Tirannide 

Troncar  la  strada,  — 
Baldo,  il  Piemonte^ 
Spiego  la  fronte.  — 


i& 
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E  tutti  gl'Itali 

Chiamo  repente 
Sotto  alia  Candida 

Croce,  e  fidente 
Guidolli  —  el'  esito, 

Dopo  tre  lustri. 
Noil  avvi  pagina 

Che  non  illustri 
La  storia  odierna 
Con  gloria  eterna. 


Ma  la  grand'  opera 

Compiuta  ancora 
Non  e  —  che  il  Veneto 

Leon  tuttora 
Stretto  e  nel  sordido 

Piglio  increscioso 
Di  quel  bicipite 

Augello  esoso, 

Che  freme  e  guata 
La  nostra  Armata- 


L'Armata  splendida 

Giovine  e  forte  — 
Per  te  fatidico 

Pegno  di  morte  — 
Per  te,  decrepito 

Retrivo  Impero, 
Che,  incivilendosi 

II  mondo  intiero, 
Qual  mostro  addita 
D'odierna  vita. 
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Oh!  questa  nobile 

Gagliarda  Armata, 
Che  si  mirabile 

Prova  ne  ha  data, 
E  che  sul  vertice 

Del  tricolore. 
Porta  gV  Italici 

Serti  d'onore  — 
A  ognim  del  pari 
Or  sacri  e  cari :  — 


Oh!  questo  vincolo 

Di  patrio  a  more, 
Che  a  tutti  gl"  Itali 

Gongiunge  il  cuore 
Quivi  al  suo  simbolo 

Geniale  ardito, 
Un  posto  chiedesi 

Nel  gran  Convito. 
Dell'Arii  Belle, 
Par  sue  sorelle.  - 


E  qiiesto  simbolo, 

Ognun  lo  sente, 
E  doppia  immagine 

Pur  a  e  vivente  — 
Parte  ne  e  1'  inclito 

Re  che  acclamato 
Ha  Italia  libera 

Pr^nW  Solclato  — 
Parte  il  Guerriero 
Deorno  d'Omero. 
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Entrambi  mertano 

Un  loco  stesso 
In  quello  splendido 

Vago  consesso  — 
Qual^  se  ripetesi, 

Mirarvi  io  spero, 
Al  fianco  stringers! 

Del  Re  guerriero^ 
Pronto  alia  lizza, 
L'Eroe  di  Nizzaffl 


E  quando  il  secolo, 

Un  di  beato, 
Raggiunga  il  compito 

Che  ingiunse  il  Fato, 
Allor  quel  simbolo 

Sul  regio  soglio, 
Vedranno  i  popoli 

In  Campidoglio  — 
E  in  saldo  amplesso 
Fede  e  Progresso. 

18G5. 
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LA    FIGLIA    MORIBONDA 


Traduzione  da  una  poesia  francese  di  Miss  Masters. 


Tergi  il  pianto,  o  mia  diletta 

Madre  —  placa  il  tuo  dolor  — 
Se  la  tomba  gia  m'  aspetta^ 

Scevra  ho  1' alma  di  terror!  — 
Forza  ispira  a  me  la  fede  — 

Dio  la  prova  del  martir 
Agli  eletti  suoi  concede  — 

Madre  .  . .  addio! . . .  debbo  morir! 


Breve  assenza  e  a  noi  1'  avello  — 

Presto  in  ciel  sarai  con  mel . . . 
Quel  che  amai  piu  che  fratello 

Sia  qui  figiio  ognor  per  tot 
Tu  rivolgi  a  lui  I'affetto 

Che  al  mio  cuor  fu  scorta  gia- 
Dehf  gli  calma  il  mesto  petto 

Che  ei  di  me  ti  parleral  — 
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Tu  gli  narra  che  io  spirava 

Dio  per  voi  pregando  ognor  — 
Che  affannata  alfin  tornava 

L'alma  in  grembo  del  Signor!- 
Nel  riposo  sempiterno 

Lieto  asilo  io  trovero  — 
Nella  gloria  dell'  Eterno 

A  te  —  a  lui— benedirof  — 

1866 
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L  1  S  S  A 


Sonetto  con  rime  obbligate  datemi  dal  Professor  A.  Gelli. 


Magica  sorse  sul  ceruleo  flutto  — 

Novella  Armada,  pegno  di  vUtoria! 

In  essa  ognun  di  noi  sogno  la  glO'ria, 

Sogno  che  in  men  d'un  di  fa  poi  distrutto, 


Cuoprendo  Italia  d"  infinite 
Ohime!  del  di  nefasto  la 
Severa  eternera  per  noi  la 
Tale  e  dell'  insipienza  il  duro 


lutto. — 
memoi'ia 
storial — 

frutto. 


D'infranta  disciplina  il  premio  clegno  — 

Nell'Aula  superior  pende  il  giudizio 

Del  Capro  espiator,  —  scevro  d'      ingegno. 


Come  vLiol  dirsi  —  ma  Teta 

In  tutto  e  in  tutti  noi  vedra  1' 
Di  tal  lezion  per  gi'Itali  si 


futura 
indizio 
dura. 

1866. 
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A     V  E  N  E  Z  I  A 


Sonetto  con  rime  obbligate  datemi  dal  medesimo. 


Sempre  anelando  il  giorno  di  salute, 

II  veneto  Leone  in  dura  stanza 

Freme  di  rabbia  —  ma  non  mai  perdute 

Furono  in  lui  la  forza  e  la  speranza 

Che  dei  ceppi  esecrati  le  ferute 

Gli  attempraron  nel  cuor  Fede  e  Costanza 

Mentre  il  Tedesco  che  crede  sparute 

Quelle  prische  virtu,  crebbe  in  Ijaldanza, 

E,  cedendo  il  ribaldo  a  rio  consiglio, 

Col  brutale  infieri  dritto  del  forte  — 

Ne  rinsani  nel  giorno  del  periglio. 


Alfin  dell'Adria  Iddio  vario  la  sorte  — 

E,  col  ceffo  cosperso  di  vermiglio, 

Sparve  il  Teuton  dalle  citta  risorte. 
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A     MIO    PADRE 

(LETTER  A     DI     EGITTO) 


Standomi  qui  beando  al  sol  d'Egitto, 
II  yecchio  riizzo  in  me  non  vuol  star  zitto 
Ed  e  forza  ch'  io  dunque  rechi  omaggio 
A  Parnaso  —  cantando,  non  di  Maggio, 
Vi  prego  d'osservar,  ma  di  Gennaio; 
Ne  peggio,  io  spero,  di  Baccelli  Caio. — 


Dalla  yeccliia  Firenze  a  noi  pensando, 
E  forse,  anche  col  fuoco,  un  po'  tremando, 
Direte:  "Se  si  fosse  in  Val-di-Nilo, 
"Con  Bastiano  e  T Emilia,  il  nostro  chilo 
"Quanto  meglio  potremmo,  sui  divani, 
"Noi  smaltir  come  fanno  i  Mussulmani  — 
"Senz'altro  fuoco  che  la  pipa  accesa, 
"E  piu  zitti  che  standosene  in  chiesa  — 
"Godendo  di  quel  clima  benedetto, 
"Ove  e  del  tutto  iornoto  il  camminetto. " 


Ma  noi  spiegando  1'  ali  della  mente, 
E  col  pensier  tornando  immantinente 
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In  via  S.  Gallo  oppure  al  dolce  nido, 

(Ambo  posti  ove  il  cuore  e  sempre  fido,) 

Vi  si  vorrebbe  dir  che  coi  turbanti, 

Coi  somari^  i  cammelli  e  i  lestofanti, 

Le  Piramidi,  il  Nil  —  cotoni  —  e  grani, 

Palme,  canne  da  zucchero  e  banani, 

Donne  velate,  dromedari  e  cani, 

La  vita  e  tale  un  carneval  curioso, 

Che  il  senno  ne  diventa  nebuloso, 

E  si  vive  a  seconda  della  moda^ 

Che  e  qui  di  non  iiver  capo  ne  coda. 

E  in  quanto  a  fare  il  chilo,  o  bene  o  male, 

A  dire  il  vero  poco  ce  ne  cale  — 

La  cosa  che  ci  sta  la  sola  a  cuore, 

E  d'  aver  vostre  nuove  ogni  vapore,  — 

E  Tunico  discorso  che  ci  va, 

E  di  pensare  a  chi  ci  scrivera.  — 


John  Brown  (il  soprannome  di  Carlino) 
Delia  mammina  sua  il  Beniamino, 
E  il  soggetto  su  cui  la  tenerezza 
Sempre  si  esalta  con  crescente  ebbrezza, 
Dando  luogo  a  un  milione  d'  argomenti 
Su  cui  primeggia  adesso  quel  dei  denti. 
"Quando  li  mettera?"  —  "come  verranno?"  — 
"Forse  avr^  febbre  —  e  in  casa  non  sapranno 
"Che  proviene  da  bachi  e  dentizione, 
"E  cosi  sbaglieranno  prescrizione."  — 
Quindi  volge  il  discorso  all'Emilina, 
Alia  Nora,  a  Grassotta  e  a  Costanzina, 
A  Crissy  che  viaggia  —  a  Cammillino, 
Che  ci  diventa  in  oggi  un  omaccino, 
Studiando  con  impegno  ed  attenzione, — 
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Onde  evitar  la  mortificazione 

Di  trovarsi  men  bravo  dei  compagni 

E  dal  viso  arrossir  fino  ai  calcaorni. 


Ne  trascuriamo  I'Angiolo  Castode^ 
Al  qual  non  basta  tributar  la  lode 
Che  e  comune  ai  mortally  ma  per  cui 
Dal  profondo  del  cuor  preghiam  Colui 
Che  e  la  vita  del  mondo^  onde  si  degni 
Nell'eterna  armonia  dei  suoi  disegni, 
Conceder  che  essa  un  giorno  spettatrice 
Sia  del  ben  di  cui  fu  la  creatrice, 
Coll'indurre  nel  cuor  di  tutti  i  cari 
Figliolini,  che  sono  i  suoi  scolari. 
Quel  profondo  sentir  di  bonta  vera 
Che  piu  diventa  raro  in  questa  sfera, 
E  che  sembra  derrata  dell'Eliso  — 
Fronda  cresciuta  in  grembo  al  Paradiso. 


Di  Via  S.  Gallo  poi  si  parla  —  e  il  cuore 
Volgiamo  a  quel  che  il  Re  fe  Senatore  — 
Per  meriti  preclari  ed  evidently 
Conosciuto  sui  cinque  continenti — 
Colui  che,  col  lavoro  illuminato^ 
Doto  di  rinomanza  il  suo  casato  — 
E  del  mondo  spiano  per  noi  la  via^ 
Per  starvi  meglio  che  possibil  sia. 


Alia  Mamma  si  pensa  che  nel  petto 
Altro  non  ebbe  che  pieta  ed  aifetto, 
Senza  del  mondo  mai  che  il  rio  veleno 
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Neppur  potesse,  per  un  sol  baleno, 
Farvi  sorgere  un  unico  pensiero 
Che  deviasse  un  capello  dal  sentiero 
Di  quella  carita,  di  quell' amore, 
Che  predica  il  Vangelo  al  nobil  cuore. 


E  di  Carlo  si  parla,  che  studiando 

Nei  libri  e  nella  vita,  v^  cercando 

Alia  patria  di  far  quel  piu  di  bene 

Ch'  ei  puo,  neir  alta  sfera  in  cui  ritiene 

Un  posto  che  del  mondo  1'  opinione 

Gli  concesse  qual  giusto  guiderdone. 

Povero  Carlo,  tutto  cio  non  basta 

Per  un  cuore  informato  a  quella  casta, 

Che  troppo  aftligge  con  dolor  profondo 

II  tossico  che  si  agita  nel  mondo. 

Egli  sogna  di  andarsene  in  Maremma 

E  chiuder  li  la  vita  in  plena  flemma  — 

Lontano  da  quel  bimane  animale, 

Che  in  questa  terra  sembra  Iddio  del  male. 

E  li  contento,  col  fucile  ad  ago 

E  un  par  di  cani  2^oi7iters,  sara  pago 

Di  tutto  il  ben  che  ha  fatto,  se  talora, 

Fiutando  nel  pantano  o  nella  gora, 

Gli  riesca  colpire  un  beccaccino, 

Oppur  qualche  altro  misero  uccellino  — 

Vivendo  di  memorie  del  passato, 

E  scaldandosi  a  un  sol  che  e  tramontato.  — 

Sogni  son  questi;  ei  restera  1^  dove 

Un  soldato  d'onor  mai  si  rimuove  — 

E  avanti  andra  colla  vanguardia  prima, 

Finche  l' Italia  giunga  in  cima  in  cima 

Dei  suoi  destini  —  e  allor  si  siedera 


-_  301  — 

Nella  lizza  a  veder  cosa  sara! 

Ma  in  Maremma,  per  fare  da  eremita, 

Ci  andera  si,  ma  non  in  questa  vita. 


ise  del  puledro  ci  scordiamo  punto 
Che  nella  via  del  ftori  ha  gia  raggiimto 
Un'  altezza  eminente  —  che  d'  altronde 
Non  limita  il  pensiero  a  fiori  e  fronde, 
Ma  che  con  senno  gia  maturo  e  lato, 
Delle  arti  e  delle  scienze  ha  perlustrato 
Tutte  le  strade  e  vicoli  traversi, 
Lasciando  quello  solo  ove  e  che  i  versi 
Si  stillano  dalle  acque  d'Elicona, — 
Preferendo  la  via  della  Sorbona  — 
Benche,  per  dire  il  vero,  nonostante, 
Non  pecchi  niente  affatto  di  pedants  — 
Anzi,  da  che,  seguendo  la  mania 
D'ogni  Italico  cuore,  egli  ando  via 
Un  bel  giorno,  e  si  fece  bersagliere, 
Militando  da  prode  nelle  schiere, 
E  che  conobbe  cosa  sia  star  male, 
Divenne  assai  piu  franco  e  piii  geniale. 


E  della  tiitta  vispa  Luisina 
Parliarao  pure  —  e  quella  scappatina 
Fatta  a  Venezia  parveci  una  cosa 
Che  fosse  un  tant-soit-peu  misteriosa 
Da  forse  riuscir  d'un  certo  conio 
Che  dice :   Yedi  in  fondo  matriiyionio. 
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Poi  si  prende  a  parlar  della  Signora 
Teresa  —  che  si  e  presa,  per  breve  ora, 
II  piacer  di  tornarsene  all'  amena 
Sua  patria,  per  soffrir  I'amara  pena 
Di  subito  rientrare  in  Via  S.  Gallo, 
Ove  ha  fatto  pero  profondo  il  callo, — 
Ed  ove  tutti  vogiionle  un  gran  bene. 
In  specie  1'^^  — che  a  torto  si  ritiene 
Aver  per  essa  un  palpito  di  cuore  — 
Mentre,  come  si  sa,  non  e  1'  amore 
Ma  r  amicizia  sola  che  1'  ispira, 
Ed  il  bel  tratto  che  e-^li  in  essa  ammira. 


E  d'  Ernestina  pur  si  parla  assai, 
Benche  rosjnna  un  poco  —  e  che  giammai 
Scrisse  ai  "poyeri"  zii,  a  cui  sciagura 
Voile  che  qui  venissero  per  cura  — 
Essa,  a  dirla  come  e,  parmi  che  pecchi 
Come  qui  nei  villaggi  alcuni  sceccht, 
I  quali  sembran  tutti  poverini, 
Perche  nascosti  tengono  i  quattrini, 
Come  essa  in  fondo  al  cuor  tien  seppellito 
Quel  tesor  che  natura  le  ha  fornito, 
Lasciando  per  straforo  rare  volte 
Traveder  le  dovizie  che  son  tolte 
Al  libero  commercio  d' amista  — 
Che,  ritengo,  e  una  vera  crudelta. 


Di  Beppe  si  discorre  —  ma  vediamo 
Che  la  stampa  lo  loda,  e  riteniamo 
Che  ben  non  se  ne  dice  "assai  che  basti 
(Come  gia  scrisse  un  di  1'  abate  Casti). 
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Ne  si  da  fine  a  questo  cicalio, 
Senza  pensare  un  poco  anche  alio  Zlo, 
Che  per  tanti  anni  ha  fat  to  da  tenente 
Al  capitan  della  boi'suta  gente  — 
Sempre  con  cuore  aperto  e  generoso  — 
Sempre  contento  e  mai  metiooloso  — 
Largheggiando  anche  allor  che  la  burbanza 
Si  rivelava  nell'  estrema  stanza. 
"Da  Montelupo  vedesi  Capraia  — 
Iddio  fa  ie  persone  e  poi  le  appaia:" 
E  in  questo  caso  tal  proverbio  e  vero, 
Perche^  credo,  per  essere  sincero, 
Che  proprio  proprio  ci  Yolesse  Iddio 
Che  pel  Babbo  inventasse  il  socio  Ziol  — 


II  mio  canto  e  finito.  Un  altro  giorno 

Che  a  corteggiar  la  Musa  mia  ritorno, 

Cantero  forse  deli'amico  Peri, 

E  del  Terreni  e  d'altri  Cavalieri, — 

E  invece  d' intonar  dell'elegie, 

Vi  narrero  le  contentezze  mie,  — 

Vi  parlero  dei  sogni  miei  dorati  — 

Delle  speranze  mie  —  dei  miei  conati  — 

E  dei  mazzi  di  sigari  fumati!! 

Ma  per  quest'  oggi  chiudo  questa  mia  . 

Tuo  figlio  afiettuoso  —  e  cosi  siaf 

Cairo  186" 
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ALTRA  LETTERA  D'EGITTO 


Riprendo  alfin  la  penna  e  i  miei  concenti 

Mando  al  di  la  del  mar  sull'  all  ai  venti. 

Per  salutar  ramico  Carlo  P... 

Con  sensi  d'  amicizia  ben  sinceri. 

Sicuro!  (e  non  sara  die  im  pregiudizio, — 

E  quindi  senza  un'  ombra  di  giiidizio) 

Colui  che  fu  sovrano  alle  Murate, 

E  un  re  che  puzza  im  po'  di  bastonate,  — 

Uno  spauracchio  —  un  bipede  cilizio, 

Un  vivente  croquis  del  Santo  Uffizio  t  — 

Ma  sul  conto  del  P...  il  caso  muta, 

E  a  tali  idee  la  mente  si  rifiuta  — 

Essendo  egli  di  pasta,  clie  discorda 

Dal  concetto  d'  ergastolo  o  di  corda. 

La  storia  e  11  d'altronde  per  provarlo, 

Che  avendo  un  cuor  umano  il  Signor  Carlo, 

Fu  ritenuta  cosa  assai  prudente 

Di  raandarlo  a  guidar  tutt'  altra  gente  — 

E  dopo  molte  ciance  e  lungagnate, 

Fu  posto  dirimpetto  alle  Mitrate, 
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A  capo  della  Casa  detta  Pia, 

Che  e  proprio  il  centre  di  filantropla. 

Sicche  giustizia  voile,  picchia,  picchia, 

Che  egli  trovasse  alfin  la  propria  nicchia  — 

L'ambiente  per  il  qual,  cosa  siciira, 

Messo  al  mondo  1'  avea  madre  natiira, 

Dandogli  mente  plena  di  vigore, 

Ma  una  palla  di  zucchero  per  ciiore. 

E  li  contento  adesso  e  venerato, 

Ben  poco  manca  al  siio  perfetto  stato  — 

Pur  I'esser  solo  al  mondo  credo  sia 

In  lui  cagione  di  malinconia  — 

E  dunque  adesso  che  le  donne  sante 

Lasciano  il  velo  e  cercansi  un  amante, 

Modello  il  P...  della  Carita, 

Sceglier  dovrebbe  per  la  sua  metci 

Una  suora  che  alfin  disposta  sia 

D'esser  matrona  al  pari  di  Maria!  — 

E  questa  (la  Madonna)  in  paradiso, 

Vedendo  cio  farebbegli  buon  viso, 

E  di  Satana  alle  appuntate  corna, 

Quando  egli  un  di  nel  mondo  etereo  torna, 

Lo  salveria  parlando  a  chi  ne  ha  date 

Le  norme  eterne  del  moltiplicate  I  — 

Seguendo  il  P...  questo  mio  disegno, 

Sarebbe  del  progresso  un  uomo  degno. 

E  credo  che  la  sua  felicita 

Ricorderebbe  la  posterita. 

Ma  —  stop  un  poco  —  adesso  che  ci  penso, 

Di  pill  parlar  di  mogiie  mi  dispenso.  — 

II  nostro  araico  ha  il  gusto  prelibato, 

E  la  mogiie  la  vuol  per  il  palato. 

Sicche  da  un  anno  e  piu,  con  moda  nuova, 

Nella  cucina  se  la  tiene  a  prova!! 

20 
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Basta  cosi,  la  Musa  e  ben  ch'  io  freni  — 

E  passero  a  parlare  del  T — 

Del  nostro  militar,  cui  I'aria  truce 
Spesso  a  sbagliarne  1' indole  ne  induce. — 
Credo  che  sia  lo  studio  permanente, 
Che,  dandogli  1'  aspetto  d'  uom  sapiente, 
GV  imprime  suUa  fronte  un  tal  cipiglio, 
Che  fa  tremare  da  lontano  un  miglio.  — 
Eppure  anch'  esso  ha  il  cuore  assai  gentile. 
In  specie  per  il  sesso  femminile. 
Pel  quale  ha  una  passione  ben  marcata  — 
E  che  e  per  lui  come  una  grande  armata. 
In  mezzo  della  quale,  a  destra  e  a  manca, 
Senza  scelta,  alia  cieca,  agguanta,  abbranca, 
La  prima  che  gli  arriva  sotto  tiro, — 
Senza  mai  riportarne  un  capo-giro  — 
Combattimenti  a  freddo  che  V  amare 
Rendono  eguale  al  vizio  del  fumare  — 
Che  e  sempre  del  tabacco  —  ma  via,  via, 
Si  prende  un' altra  pipa  pur  che  sia  I  — 
Anch'  egli  per  far  opera  beata 
Dovrebbe  a  sposa  scegliersi  un'  oblata  — 
E  intendimento  veramente  onesto 
L' abbellir  colla  gioia  un  viso  mesto! 

T ,  ai  detti  della  Musa  mia 

Non  opporre  un  sorriso  d'  ironia  — 
Spesso  ridendo  si  puo  dire  il  vero,  — 
E,  credi,  in  questo  caso  son  sincero.  — 
Prendendoti  una  suora,  in  realta, 
Faresti  un  atto  di  gran  carita  — 
Forse  ci  vuol  coraggio,  ma  un  soldato 
L'  ha  per  ufficio  del  suo  proprio  stato ;  — 
Animo  dunque  —  passa  il  Rubicone  — 
Fatti  marito  —  via  —  per  devozione.  — 
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Ne  proverai  verace  contentezza, 
Destando  nel  tuo  cuor  tale  dolcezza 
Che  r  uom  prova  soltanto  quando  sente 
D'  aver  agito  generosamente. 
"Bastiano  scberza,"  —  tu  dirai — "non  posso 
''Intender  che  con  dieci  liistri  addosso, 
"Si  possa  far  regalo  a  chi  si  piglial"  — 
Capisco,  e  non  mi  recan  meraviglia 
Le  tue  parole  —  ma  per  religione, 

0  per  merito  almen  di  abnegazione, 
Ogni  suora  deve  esser  maritata 

A  persona  un  po'  vecctiia  ed  arrembata  — 
Che,  in  verita,  sarebbe  troppo  scialo 
II  prender  sposo  che  non  fosse  a  calo. 
Percio  presso  la  Borsa  dell'  amore 

1  vecchi  cresceranno  di  valore  — 
E  chiunque  si  presti  gentil^nente, 
Fara  furore  indubitatamente.  — 
In  specie  se  rubizzi  come  te, 

Che  sei  tosto,  e  in  salute,  al  par  di  me  — 
E  senza  reumatismi  o  arrembatiire. 
Ma  forte  in  asse  e  pronto  alle  bravure.  — 
Sento  pero  che  e  spreco  di  parole,  — 
La  Scienza  e  tua  mogliera  —  ma  la  prole 
Per  ora  fa  difetto  —  1'  uomo  dotto 
Spesso  spesso  e  mancante  di  prodotto. 
Magliabechi,  alia  scienza  avviticchiato 
Per  tanti  anni,  da  morto  ci  ha  lasciato 
Libri  a  cataste  e  molto  sudiciume  — 
Ma  verun  frutto  —  verun  nuovo  lumel — ^ 
Guarda  tu  di  far  meglio  —  e  dal  cervello 
(Non  come  Giove  che  adopro  il  martelio) 
Metti  al  mondo  una  Pallade  che  sia 
Guida  air  Italia  suUa  nuova  via. — 
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Questa  sarebbe  prole  piii  gradita 
Che  i  figli  d'lma  monaca  svestita. 
E  se  tu  prendi  simil  dirizzone. 
La  gloria  imprimera  siil  tuo  blasone 
L'  orma  fulgente  —  e  di  nomea  la  voce 
Di  sasso  vorr^  farti  in  Santa  Crocel 


E  poiche  siamo  fra  gl'  ingegni  belli, 

Mi  viene  in  mente  il  nostro  Fabio  U - 

Uomo  che  da  natura  ebbe  in  retaggio 
Doti  infinite  pel  terrestre  viaggio  — 
Ma  che  impaziente,  perche  conscio  a  pieno 
Delle  dovizie  che  ascondeva  in  seno, 
Baldo  si  spinse  a  fame  prova,  avanti 
Che  r  esperienza  gl'  indicasse  i  tanti 
Rischi  che  corre  I'animo  precoce. — 
Vedi  nel  campo  il  villico  che  im  noce 
Abbatte  —  sega  le  assi  —  ed  animato 
Da  bramosia  per  1'  utile  immediato, 
Al  lavoro  si  accinge  immantinente, 
E  tosto  compie  1'  opera  che  ha  in  mente. 
Ma  stagionate  non  essendo  ancora 
Quelle  belle  assi^  vedile  in  breve  ora, 
Al  sole,  al  freddo  storcersi,  imbarcarsi, 
E  r  edifizio  tutto  sconquassarsi. 
Lo  stesso  fece,  —  o  almeno  similmente, 

Fabio  U col  720ce  della  mente, 

E  colle  assi  morali  ora  distorte, 
Se  si  rimette  in  sella  e  una  gran  sorte. 
II  fior,  che  in  lui  precoce  si  dischiuse, 
Nel  mondo  poi  la  speme  sua  deluse. 
Ma  quando,  nell'  autunno  della  vita, 
Ogni  vaga  illusione  e  gi^  sfiorita, 
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E  che  la  mente  fredda,  fredda  mira 
L'  orbita  vana  in  cui  tutto  si  aggira, 
Allora  il  genio  suo  provetto  e  forte, 
Qual  cigno  cantera  prima  di  morte, 
E  tali  note  emettera  nel  mondo, 
Ghe  tutto  scuotera  da  cima  a  fondo! 


POSCRITTO 


"Ai  galantuomini 
Non  fa  paura 

Una  reciproca 
Gala  censura. 

Air  amiclievole 

Burlarsi  un  poco 
Fa  pro,  solletica, 

Riesce  un  gioco. 

E  quel  sentirsele 
Bir  di  presenza, 

Prova  r  oreccMo 
Delia  coscienza.'' 

Cosi  nel  ''B7Hndisi" 
Ci  disse  il  Giusti, 

E  diiettandomi 
Gli  stessi  gusti. 

Ho  qui  con  umile 

Musa  voluto 
Provare  il  pungolo 

Del  mio  liuto. 
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Con  altro  cantico 
Ma  piu  severe, 

Un  giorno  al  popolo 
Snudando  il  vero_, 

lo  voglio  dirgliene 
Da  torre  il  pelo. 

Pel  vecchio  stimolo 
Di  patrio  zelo. 

Pero  la  tattica 
Di  far  del  bene, 

Frustando  al  pubblico 
Le  vizze  rene, 

E  ben  difficile  — 
E  il  pill  sovente, 

Un  che  e  pettegolo 
Ed  insolente, 

Sogna,  con  attico 

Mentito  sale, 
Andarne  ai  posteri 

Con  Giovenale ; 

Ne  sembra  accorgersi 
Che  le  punture. 

Date  a  sproposito, 
Tornan  freddure. 

Perfin  Domenico 

II  livornese, 
Maneggia  a  scapito 

L'  acuto  arnese,  — 
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E  vomitandoci 

Deir  eresie, 
Con  detti  idrofobi 

E  grullerie, 

Crede  col  falraine 
Del  genio  irato, 

Mandare  al  diavolo 
11  moclerato  — 

E  invece  I'impeto 
Delia  passione, 

Yarcando  1'  argine 
Delia  ragione, 

L'  ha  fatto  riedere 

Scornato  e  bruco, 
Qual  muto  rettile 

Nel  proprio  biico!  - 

Quel  far  da  critico 
La  sferza  in  mano, 

Se  torna  prospero 
E  caso  strano. 

La  prima  regola 
E  aver  nel  cuore 

L'amor  del  prossimo 
E  non  livore: 

Se  taglio  o  lacero, 
S'apro  le  vene. 

La  fo  da  clinico 

Mirando  al  bene,  — 
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Sempre,  adoprandomi. 

Faro  cosi  — 
Perdoni  il  pubblico 

Al  bisturi. 

Alessandria  fd'Egitto)  I86~i 
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BRINDISI 


Alia  colazione  di  nozz3  d'Euorenia  e  G-ustavo. 


Di  sfogo  al  giubbilo 
E  sempre  usata, 

Da  lunghi  secoli 
Una  pappatal 

Perche  ritennesi 
Che  i  sensi  tutti, 

Ottusi  languono 

Se  a  denti  asciutti, 

E  in  tal  proposito 

Cosi  I'intese, 
E  '1  ricco  e  '1  povero 

D'ogni  paese. 

Dunque  ove  trattisi 
Di  qualche  festa, 

Si  vola  a  tavola, — 
La  cosa  e  lestaf 
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L'ebbrezza,  I'estasi 
Del  lieto  cuore, 

A  mensa  lepida 
Cresce  d'  ardorel 

Ed  e  per  simile 
Giusta  ragione, 

Che  qui  ci  amalgama 
La  colazione. 

Allegri,  unanimi, 
Concordi  appieno, 

Godiamo  a  unisono 
'Sto  di  sereno! 

E  in  mezzo  a  intingoli, 
Liquori  e  vini, 

Si  faccia  un  brindisi 
Agli  sposinil 

Di  lustri  un  seguito, 
Da  buoni  amici, 

Godersi  possano 
Sempre  felici!  — 

E  grato  il  vincolo 
Del  divo  Imene, 

Se  due  s'intendono 
Proprio  per  bene! 

Sempre  I'amabile 

Gustavo  sia, 
Lo  stesso,  identico, 

Che  a  noi  apparia. 
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E  la  carissima 

Eugenia  pure, 
Sia  qual  la  vollero 

Le  nostre  cure. 

E  allor  le  cronache 

Matrimoniali, 
Potranno  inscrivere 

Nei  loro  annali, 

Qual  rara  ed  unica 
SifFatta  unione, 

E  fame  ai  poster! 
Special  menzione. 

Ma  pur  r  immagine 
Del  patrio  lido, 

Del  lieto  vivere 
Nel  dolce  nido,  . 

Perduri  fulgida 

D' Eugenia  in  cuore, 
Qual  faro,  e  simbolo 

D'immenso  amoref 

Gli  sposi  vivano 

In  allegria. 
Per  piu  d'  un  secolo,  — 

E  cosi  siaf 

1867. 
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DESINARE    A    S.    ANDREA 


figli 


SENATOR   FENZr 

SEBASTIANO 

CARLO 
EMANUELLINO  nipote 
CAMMILLO      figlio     di 

Sebastiano 


ERNESTA   FENZr 
LUISINA  nipote 
COSTANZA 
SIGNORA  TERESA 


M. 


INGOUVILLE 


LAVINIA   BUONAINI 


TERRENI 

CECCO   FOLLI 

RAVEGGI 

EZIO   DE   VECCHI 

ADOLFO   BUONAINI 

(amici  di  casa) 


(Emilia  e  Cristina.  erano  in  Eg-itto  quando  questo  fu  scritto, 
godendo  dell'  ospitalita  di  Eugenia  e  Gustavo). 


SENATORE     FENZI. 

Presto  in  tavolaf  — e  tardi  —  son  le  sei 
Ed  un  minuto  gik\  — figlioli  miei  — 
Ridete  pur!  —  bensi  1' esser  pimtuali... 

CARL  0. 

E  ben  per  la  scadenza  di  cambiali!  — 
Ma,  nella  vita  giornaliera,  parmi 
Scbiavitu  che  finisce  per  seccarmi  — 
Un  automa  sta  ben  che,  caricato, 
Faccia  al  minuto  il  compito  assegnato... 

SENATORS. 

Eht  vedrai,  se  tu  cainpi,  che  nel  mondo, 
L^  dove  manca  I'ordin  —  non  c' e  fondo!  — 
E,  se  desini  bene  in  casa  mia, 
Air  ordin  tu  lo  devi. 

TERRENI. 

E  cosi  sia! 
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ERNE  STA. 

Dunqiie,  marito  c' e  notizia  alcuna? 

SENATORE. 

Notizie?  —  Si  —  domani  fa  la  luna!  — 

Che  vuoi  ch'  i'  sappia?  — io,  che  lavoro  al  banco, 

Ove  non  tengo  conta-storie  al  fianco.— 

ERNE  STA. 

Po'ero  marito  —  e  vero  —  ma,  che  vuoi?  — 
Staiido  fra  i  boschi  tutto  ii  giorno,  noi 
Speriamo  sempre  in  te  per  aver  nuove. 

DE    VECCHI. 

Daro  io  le  notizie  —  senta!  — in  Giove 

Si  dice  abbian  scoperto  im  gran  vulcano  — 

E  che  in  Croazia  abbia  la  tosse  il  Bano !  — 

R  A  V  E  G  G  I. 

Inezie  queste  —  e  stato  detto  a  me 
Che  la  fioraia  grassa  sposi  il  Re  — 
E  di  piu  che  1'  Uccelli,  il  brontolone, 
Lo  mandin  per  ministro  nel  Giappone.  — 

CECCO. 

Scherzi  a  parte;  m'  ha  detto  il  sarto  Faldi 
Che  stamani  arrestaron  Garibaldi 
A  Sinalunga,  e  che  per  questa  sera... 

CAMMILLO. 

Rattazzi  forse  gli  fara  la  peraf  — 

SENATORE. 

Che  peraf...  Stai  tu  zitto  —  che  i  ragazzi 
Non  debbon  aprir  bocca  —  e  poi... 

CECCO. 

Rattazzi 
Lo  voglia  imprigionar  nella  fortezza 
D'Alessandria.  — 

SEBASTIAN  0. 

Sta  benl  —  cosi  s'  avvezza, 
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In  un  paese  costituzionale. 

La  gente  a  preferir  la  via  legale. 

Si  chiami  Beco,  o  Tonio,  o  Imperatore, 

Chi  fa  per  conto  suo  1'  arruolatore, 

Senza  il  consenso  del  legislativo 

Potere,  ne  di  quelle  esecutivo, 

E  che  condurre  a  guerra  vuol  la  gente, 

Per  me  T  ho  qual  ribelle  immantinente  — 

E  sopratutto  poi  nel  caso  attuale. 

In  cui  la  sorte  arride  al  gran  Stivale, 

Perche  fra  Francia  e  Prussia  ingelosite, 

Noi,  terzi,  goderem  se  appiccan  lite  — 

E,  nel  falo  che  dee  seguirne,  e  certa 

Che  avrem  di  Roma  alfln  la  strada  aperta. 

CARLO.  * 

Guarda  —  doveo  star  zitto!  — o  questa  e  bella  — 

Segreto  egli  e  di  gia  di  Pulcinellal 

*Gli  e  proprio  verl — Than  preso,  ed,  a  quest' ora. 

La  gran  fortezza  avra  per  sua  dimora. 

Temo  pero  che  un  po'  di  diavoleto 

Non  manchera  stasera  — 

DE    VECCHI. 

Stai  pur  quieto  — 
Che  I'armata  tien  duro  —  ed  il  paese 
Le  sara  grato  —  che  di  queste  scese 
Di  testa  e  stufa  gia  1' Italia  intieraf  — 

TERRENI. 

Altrimenti  il  Governo  e  una  chimera! 

SENA  TO  RE. 

Ecco  r  opinion  mia  —  vo'  converrete  — 
Anzi  —  no! — niente  affatto,  perche  siete, — 
Voi,  giovanastri,  tutti  miscredenti, 
Sfacciati,  sperticati  e  irriverenti  — 
Non  converrete  nella  riflessione 
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Che  bisogna  onorar  la  religione; 

E  se  al  Papa  si  fa  diinque  la  guerra... 

T  E  R  R  E  N  I. 

Diluvieranno  guai  sopra  la  terra  I  — 

SENAT  0  RE. 

Se  ne  abbassa  il  prestigio  —  e  allora  il  mondo 
Perde  il  pimto  d'appoggio  — 

D  E    Y  E  c  c  H  I. 

Le  rispondo 
Clie  questo  e  gia  perduto  —  neU'ambiente 
Religiose  il  progresso,  al  di  presente, 
S'  e  introdotto,  ed  aprir  ne  vaol  li  scuri 
Per  aver  luce  e  respirar  piu  pari 
Gassi  —  e  non  quelli  che  dal  Quirinale 
Ovunque  ammorban  1'  aria  spirituale.  — 

SENATORE. 

Perde  il  punto  d'  appoggio  —  e  si  sconquassa 
DeH'ordine  sociale  la  matassa. — 

E  R  N  E  S  T  A. 

Non  mi  place  parlar  di  queste  cose. 
Le  credenze  ognun  serba  in  cuor  gelose  ■ — 
E  non  ama  che  si  urti]).  —  0  Bastiano, 
Che  nuove  hai  tu  del  genero  Affricano? 

SEBA  STI  ANO. 

Molto  buone  —  hanno  fatto  im  bel  viaggio  — 
Salvo  un  po'  di  tributo,  un  po'  d'  omaggio 
A  Nettuno,  s'  intende  —  ed  ora  stanno 
Nell'Eden  di  Gustavo — e  tutti  fanno 
Vita  Serena  e  speran  fermaraente 
Che  Emilia  guarira  perfettamente. 

E  MANUELLINO. 

Gia  s'  intende.  — 

SEBASTIANO. 

Perche? 
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EMANUEL  LINO. 

Lo  vuol  sapere? 

S  E  B  A  S  T  I  A  N  0. 

Sicuro. 

EMANUEL  L  INO. 

A  dir  le  cose  vere,  vere  — 
Credo  la  zia  non  fosse  mai  malata. 
Fosse  un  po'  indebolita  —  un  po'  infreddata  — 
Forse  anche  impailidita  e  dimagrata... 

SEBASTIANO. 

Ma  non  del  tutto  morta  e  sotterrata!!  — 
Gia  tu  sei  puro-sangue  —  un  Fenzi  pretto  — 
E,  se  non  stesi  ancor  sul  cataletto, 
Tutti  per  te  stan  ben  —  anzi  benone, — 
E  in  questo  mo  si  schiva  ogni  passione.  — 

E  R  N  E  S  T  A. 

Dirnmi,  Bastiano,  cosa  fa  la  sposa?  — 

SEBASTIANO. 

Fa  gi^  da  Castellana  —  e  premurosa 
Si  mostra  a  tener  dietro  ad  ogni  cosa  — 
Sicche  presto  sar^  centro  di  tutto 
In  casa — 

TERRENI. 

E  fra  non  molto  avra  un  bel  putto. 

SIGNORA    TERESA. 

0  la  Crissi  che  fa? 

SEBASTIANO. 

La  Crissi  poi... 
Meta  deir  esser  suo  e  qui  con  noil  — 
D'Affrica  al  sol  nel  giorno  essa  si  bea, 
A  notte  poi  rivive  a  S.  Andrea t 

CARLO. 

Povera  Crissi!  — amor  del  patrio  nido 
Non  r  abbandona  suU'  E^izio  lido  — 
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Come  direbbe  un  po'  da  rimatore 
II  nostro... 

DE    TEC  CHI. 

.   Colonnello  — 

CARLO. 

No  1  —  il  Maggiore  — 
Tu  coi  poligoni  ti  sfoghi,  e  bene  — 
Ma  '1  Terreni  si  spinge  all'  Ippocrene  — 

ERNE  S  TA. 

E  di  Gustavo? 

SEBASTIANO. 

Ho  ottime  notizie  — 
Egli  non  ha  momenti  di  tristizie  — 
Lavora  e  sta  benone  ed  e  —  non  vogiio 
Fame  I'elogio  qui,  se  no  m' imbroglio  — 

SENATORS. 

lo  che  conosco  da  tanti  anni  il  mondo, 

Vi  diro  dunque  die  Gustavo  ha  un  fondo... 

D  E    V  E  c  c  H  I. 

N'  avra  piu  d'  uno  -— 

SENATORE. 

D'una  tal  bonta, 
Congiunto  a  fine  ingegno  e  abilita, 
Che  a  dire  il  vero  io  reputo  che  egli  e... 

CAM  MILL  0. 

Quasi,  quasi  bonino  come  me! 

SENATORE. 

T'  avevo  detto  di  star  zitto. 

C  AM  MILL  0. 

E  vero. 
Ma  mi  parve  che  un  giusto  e  veritiero 
Paragone  a  trovar  fosse  durotto, 
Caro  Nonno,  cosi  mi  son  prodotto  — 
E  suggerito  glie  ne  ho  subito  uno  ~ 
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SENATORE. 

Spiritoso!  —  approposito,  nessuno 

Ha  chiesto  nuove  ancora  dell'  Emilia  — 

I>li  sembra  un  po'  che  prima  della  figlia 

Si  dovrebbe  parlar  de'  genitori  — 

Ma  gia  che  in  oggi  non  c'  e  piu  rigori 

In  cio  che  spetterebbe  a  noi  maggiori  — 

Sicche  bisogna  contentarsi,  e  dire 

Che  in  cio  '1  progresso  ancora  ha  da  venire.  - 

SEBASTIANO. 

Emilia  e  felicissima,  ma  ancora 

Cola  dalla  sua  Libica  dimora 

Ha  ritratto  non  molto  di  vantaggio. 

DE    YE  CO  HI. 

lo  so  cosa  farei  —  ma  '1  vivo  raggio 

Della  mia  mente  a  te,  profano,  e  ignotol  — 

Per  me  1' Emilia  ha  d' uopo  di  gran  moto  — 

E  di  calmar  nervose  sensazioni 

Col  rapido  provar  nuove  eraozioni. 

Dunque  ecco  qui,  se  vuol  venir  con  me, 

La  cosa  ben  difficile  non  e; 

Si  compri  un  par  di  brache  ed  un  giubbotto, 

E,  vestita  cosi,  la  fo  di  botto 

Segretario  special  per  misurare 

L'  arco  del  ciel  dal  circolo  polare 

Fino  a  un  punto  dell'Alpi  —  e  t'  assicuro 

Che  tornerebbe  un  fior  — 

SEBASTIANO. 

Me  lo  figure. 
Intanto  tu  misura  quel  che  vuoi, 
E  quando  torni  in  patria  qui  da  noi, 
Vedrai  che  senza  veste  mascolina 
Risanata  sara  la  mia  moglina. 
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SENATORE. 

Bene!  —  bene!  —  Terreni  —  se  credete 
Facciam  le  code  —  e  se  pero  volete 
Far  la  tombola,  fatela. 

LUIS  IN  A. 

0  perche 
Anche  Ella  non  la  fa?  — 

SENATOR  E. 

Che  vuoi,  non  e 
Che  mi  spiaccia  —  ma  gli  e  perche  non  voglio 
Giocar  coUa  moneta  che  e  di  foglio. — 

C  AMMILLO. 

Basta  vincer;  per  me,  poco  m' importa, 
I  quattrini  a  me  piaccion  d'ogni  sorta. 

SENATORS. 

Eccovi  qui^  bambini  —  F  vi  fo  dono 
D'  una  cartella  per  ognun.  —  E'  sono 
Tanti  ventini  belli,  bianchi  e  nuovi; 
Speriamo  ben  che  un  tal  regal  vi  giovi.  — 

ERNE  ST  A. 

Dunque  marito,  addio  fino  a  domani  — 

SENATORE. 

Quando  spero  trovarvi  tutti  sani — ' 

ERNE  ST  A. 

Ma  dimmi  quando  ti  darai  feriato? — 
Quando  t' avro  per  un  sol  giorno  al  lato?  — 
Quando  dal  lavorar  ti  fermerai? 

SENATORE. 

E  question  d' abitudine  —  giammail 
E  se  mi  fosse  lecito  vantarmi... 

DE     VECCHI, 

Direi  che  Italia  tutta,  anche  senz'  armi, 
Sarebbe  in  dieci  lustri  piu  potente 
Deir  Inghilterra  stessa  —  se  la  gente 
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Latina  onde  e  abitata,  si  pigliasse 
Quel  gusto  di  produrre,  e  lavorasse. 
Come  fa  Lei  da  sessanta  anni  in  quail 

CARLO. 

Tu  dici  Ezio  un'immensa  veritat!  — 

Ottobre  1867. 
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BRINDISI    D'ADDIO 


All' Ardenza ;  1' ultima  sera  a  cena,  30  luglio  1868. 


In  questo  secolo 
Politicante, 

L'accento  lirico 
Vuolsi  seccante  — 

Ma  pur  chi  d'anima 
Gentile  ha  vanto, 

Conserva  tacito 

L'amor  del  canto, 
E  a  faccia  lieta 
Segue  il  poetaf 


Or  io  mirandovi, 
0  mie  squisite 

Ausonie  silfidi 
Quivi  riunite, 

Non  so  resistere 
Di  dirvi  vale 

In  voce  ritmica, 
Che  ben  geniale 
Affetto  ispira 
Alia  mia  liral 
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Neir  onda  placida 
Del  mar  Tirreno 

Nel  bel  ceruleo 
Deir  ampio  seno, 

Non  pill  scherzevoli 
Non  pill  giocondi, 

Vedremo  immergersi 
I  riibicondi 
Volti  leggiadri 
Di  figlie  e  madri. 


Ne  pill  romantiche 
Godremo  insieme 

L'ore  in  cui  zefflro 
Notturno  geme, — 

In  cui  la  lampada 
D'amor  neir  etra 

Toglie  alle  tenebre 
La  faccia  tetra, 
E  il  cuor  dispone 
Air  espansione. 


Ne  pill  Tersicore, 
Con  vaghi  suoni, 

Trarranne  al  turbine 
Dei  suoi  tresconi^ 

Sotto  r  amplissima 
Tenda  ai  Tjagnetti, 

Con  polke  e  walzer, 
Salti  e  gambetti  — 
Con  questo  di 
Tutto  fini!  — 
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Ma  coir  immagine 
Di  tali  scene, 

Che  serbo  in  animo 
Gaie  e  serene, 

lo  saro  memo  re 

Di  questi  giorni  — 

E  fia  possibile 
Che  pur  ritorni 
Tempo  si  grato  ?  — 
Yolesse  il  Fato!  — 


L'impareggiabile 
Grazia,  il  sorriso 

Di  ninfe  Italiche 
Nate  in  Eliso, 

Che  qui  per  prospera 
Sorte  incontrai  — 

Ne  colma  d'  estasi, 
E  il  vate  mai 
Ritrovera 
Mentre  vivra. 


Addio!  —  Nel  rapido 
Scorrer  degli  anni_ 

Di  un  punto  lucido, 
Scevro  d' affanni^ 

Dolce  neir  animo 
Ricordo  avro  — 

D"Ardenza  i  fulgidi 
Di  ritrarro, 
Nel  pansier  mio 
Felice  —  addio  1 

1868. 
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SONE  TT  0 


(Richiesto  feci  questo  sonetto,  benche  si  trattasse  di  persone 
che  nou  avevo  1' onore  di  conoscere). 


Minerva  e  Marte  con  scambievol  cura 
Gli  Avi  vostri  guidaro  in  quel  sentiero, 
Che  muove  il  forte  a  gloria  imperitura, 
E  rende  semidei  sapio  e  giierriero. 

Nota  deU'Abetone  in  sull'altura 

E  I'opra  del  Giardini  al  mondo  intiero; 
Ne  del  di  Lui  german  la  fama  e  oscura^ 
Per  cui  la  spada  sua  te  rende  altiero. 

Ne  del  Roncaglia  la  nomea  e  muta, 
Ove  giustizia  col  bendato  volto 
Sul  soglio  della  Legge  stk  seduta. 

Sposi  novelli!  col  pensier  raccolto 

SuU'orme  avite,  in  voi  sempre  accresciuta 
Fia  la  virtu  del  cuor  gentile  e  coltof  — 

1868. 
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I   DI  CHE  NON  SON  PIU 

(THE    DAYS     THAT    ARE     NO     MORE 

Traduzione  dall' Inglese  di  Tennyson. 


Lacrime,  vane  lacrime  indistinte, 

Surte  dair  imo  d'  un  martirio  arcano, 
Sul  ciglio  son  dal  cuor  ratto  sospinte, 
Quando  lieto  d'  autunno  il  colle  e  il  piano 
Si  mira  e  pensa  ai  di  che  7ion  son  piu. 


Triste  e  strano  come  e  quando  un  moriente 
Ode  air  alba  d'  augello  il  primo  canto, 
E  alle  pupille  sue  gia  semispente, 
Schiude  vaga  1' aurora  il  roseo  ammanto, 
Tali  al  pensiero  i  di  che  7%on  son  piu. 


Vivo  raggio  splendente  sulla  vela, 
Che  a  noi  riporta  amici  desiati; 
Tetro  lampo  che  a  notte  ci  rivela 
Naufrago  il  nostro  amor  nei  flutti  irati; 
Tali  quel  di  per  noi  che  non  son  piu. 
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Cari  quai  baci  degli  estinti  amati, 

E  dolci  al  par  di  quel  che  col  pensiero 
S'  imprimon  sovra  i  labbri  a  noi  vietati; 
Profondi  qual  rimpianto  amor  primiero, 
0  morte  in  vita  —  i  dl  die  non  son  piu. 
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A     CRISTINA 


II  giorno  in  eui  compiva  18  anni,  13  luglio  1869. 


Con  lieti  brindisi, 
L'  anno  trascorso, 

Qui  salutavati 
Gaio  concorso  — 

Ma  gli  anni  fuggono 
Ed  e  destino 

Che  mai  consimile 
Seguan  cammino. . 
Allora  il  canto. . .  ■ 
Ed  oggi  il  piantof 


Pur  entro  all'  anima 
Straziata  e  mesta, 

Cristinaf  un  limpido 
Pensier  si  desta  — 

Ed  alleviandomi. 
Per  un  istante^ 

Quel  duol  che  martire 
Mi  fa  costante  — 
Vedi  m'  ispira 
Per  te  la  lira.  — 
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Dalla  cerulea 
Volta  infinita, 

Magione  ai  spiriti 
Neir  altra  vita, 

Forse  pel  vincolo 
Di  madre  indotta. 

La  sua  bell'  anima, 
Quivi  condotta, 
Ne  mira  intenta 
Tutta  contenta? 


Oh!  se  e  possibile  — 
E,  in  ver,  se  riede 

Dal  cielo  al  tenero 
Nido,  e  ci  vede  — 

E  pill  compiacesi 
Fissare  in  viso 

Colei  che  chiudersi 
Sente  il  sorriso 
De'  diciotto  anni 
Con  crudi  affanni  — 


Se  grazia  simile 
Iddio  concede, 

D'amore  al  palpito 
Che  quivi  ha  sede 

lo  concentrandomi 
Su  tale  idea, 

Con  cui  lietissimo 
II  cuor  si  bea  — 
Bevo  a  Cristina, 
Mia  figliolina. 
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Bevo  e  confortami 
Che  qui  d'  appresso 

Deir  amatissima 

Mia  moglie  spesso, 

Forse  la  visita 

Godro  —  e  im  giorno 

Con  essa  all'  etere 
Faro  ritorno, 
Lasciando  11  niondo 
Con  cuor  a-iocondo. 


Ma  qui  per  gli  orfani 
Di  tanta  madre. 

Faro  con  scrupolo 
Da  giusto  padre  — 

E  al  cuor  stringendoli 
Con  aifezione, 

Voglio  che  aspirino 
A  perfezione, 
Vivendo  amati 
Ed  onorati!  — 

1869. 
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TRADUZIONE   DALL'INGLESE 
(Vedi  p:igina  199j. 


"No!  non  teraer  solo  il  laccio  s' e  infranto, 
"E  lieta  ritorna,  sui  vanni  redenti, 

"La  bianca  colomba  nel  libero  ciel! 
"Si,  Talma,  che  accbiuse  d' argilla  1' ammanto, 
"Or  riede  alle  sfere  native,  fulgenti, 

"Dai  vincoli  sciolta  del  fragile  vel. 
"E  quando  la  sorte  te  pure  reclama, 
"Allora  d'  entrambi  fia  paga  la  brama, 

"Congiunti  dell' etra  nel  limpido  ostel!" 


Tal  entro  al  mio  cuore  da  duolo  angosciato, 
Proruppe  una  voce  che  all'  alma  languente 

Di  speme  1'  ambrosia  soave  imparti.  — 
Fu  spirto  pietoso  dal  cielo  chiamato  — 
Sollievo  per  porger  benigno  al  sofFrente, 

E  pria  d'  involarsi  parlommi  cosi : 
"A  vita  eternale  di  soglia  e  la  morte"  — 
"Simile  a  crisalide  e  vostra  la  sorte,  — 

"Che,  spent  a,  farfalla  ridestasi  al  di/ 
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"Infin  dai  primordi  dei  secoli  Iddio, 

"Tal  speme,  qual  faro  di  un  mare  in  furore, 

"Deir  uomo  alia  mente  fe  gia  balenar  : 
''Pur  inosse  a  velaria  col  dubito  rio, 
"Onde  essa,  alia  tomba  scevrando  1'  orrore, 

''Non  tragga  gli  umani  la  morte  a  bramarl 
"Nel  Sommo  fidente  prosegui  il  cammino, 
"E  attend!  sereno  quel  di  che  il  destino^ 

"Qual  limite  al  duolo,  ti  voglia  segnar."  — 

1869. 
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IL  GIUDIZIO  DI  UNA  YIRTUOSA. 


Tre  giovani,  che  tutti  eran  muniti 
Di  belle  doti  e  punto  scimuniti, 
Ronzavano  d'  intorno  ad  una  diva, 
Sognando  ognun  vittoria  positiva  — 
Uno  diceva:  "lo  tengo  molti  allori 
"Che  mietuto  ho  nei  cainpi  degli  amori. 
"Non  ho  dottrlna  grande,  ma  talento 
"Per  tutto  cio  che  impegna  il  sentimento." 
II  secondo,  con  scherno  pinto  in  viso^ 
Vantava  un  argomento  assai  deciso: 
"Nel  mondo"  ei  bisbiglio,  "qualunque  cosa'' 
"Ha  il  suo  prezzo  dal  prim  fino  alia  rosa; 
"Sicche  I'amor  tuo  pure,  in  tale  ambiente, 
"Deve  per  forza  aver  I'equivalente  — 
"Dirami  quale  e  —  sia  pur  quel  che  tu  vuoi, 
"Tosto  il  vedrai  recato  ai  piedi  tuoi." 
Ma  '1  terzo  disse:  "Oh!  tu  che  arnica  sei 
"Deir  arte  —  ascolta  —  ascolta  i  versi  raiei! 
"lo  coi  vanni  sublimi  della  mente 
"T'  ergero  dove  al  volgo  della  gente 
"Penetrar  mai  non  lice  —  e  li  beati, 
"Nella  vampa  del  genio  inebriati. 
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"Noi  goderemo,  a  imisono  adorando 
"11  Bello  —  e  rumil  prosa  ripudiando."- 


Ed  essa  un  giorno  lor  rispose:  "Udite! 

"Se  debbo  fra  vol  sceglier,  come  dite^ 

"La  cosa  e  semplicissima  —  son  donna, 

"E  curiosa  e,  si  s^,  chi  porta  gonna  — 

"Coi  vanni  dunque  andro  di  chi  mi  dice 

"Portarmi  sopra  incognita  pendice, 

"Ove  la  mente  ottien  gaudio  beato, 

"Che  in  questo  mondo  ancor  non  ho  provato, 

"E  che  appunto  percio  voglio  tentare, 

"Curiosa  tale  amor  di  assaporare." 

Cio  detto  —  col  platonico  suo  fido, 

Strinse  iin  nodo  d'  amor  senza  Cupido. 


La  cronaca  poi  dice  che  gli  amanti, 
Dacche  coir  intelletto  tanti  e  tanti 
Godimenti  provar  — lor  venne  noia  — 
E,  d'  accordo,  un  bel  di  per  altra  gioia 
Cambiaron  queste  giostre  della  mente, 
Scendendo  giii  alia  prosa  d' ogni  gente!  — 
Seguita  a  dir  che  il  primo  spasimante, 
Grandissimo  carnivoro  galante  — 
Ebbe  il  suo  turno  —  e  poi  che  finalmente 
II  secondo,  che  amo  commercialmente, 
V'intinse  pur  le  dita  sue  dorate, 
Ne  trovar  gli  dispiacque,  che  appianate 
Fosser  le  angustie  della  via  che  mena 
Air  alma  meta  d'  ogni  gioia  terrena.  — 
E  la' morale  e  che  d'amore  il  nodo 
Place  alia  donna  e  all'  uomo  in  ogni  modo ; 
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E  sembra  inoltre  che  Tamor  somiglia 
Alia  Luna  —  se  nulla  il  tiene  in  briglia  — 
Come  essa  ha  pHmi  quarti  e  lima  piena, 
Declina  quindi  ed  esce  poi  di  scena  f 
Ma  tosto  a  far  la  stessa  curva  torna, 
E  '1  principio  e  la  fin  son  sempre  coma! 

1869. 
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A   PARTITA   DI   WHIST 

Scherzo  in  un  atto. 


RAVEGGI  CARLO 

TERRENI  FABIO 


SGENA   I. 
Villa  di  S.  Andrea  —  Stanza  della  Cappella. 

RATEGGI^    TERRENI,    CARLO   6  FABIO. 
TERRENI. 

Andiamo!  im  giro  a  icMst  —  venite  vial 

CARLO. 

Ci  sto. 

RATEaGI. 

Si,  Si. 

FABIO. 

Vediam ! 

TERRENI. 

Raveggi  spia 
Le  vittime,  pensando  a  quanti  punti 
Esser  potranno  da  noi  tutti  munti. 

RAYEGGL 

No  —  pensava  a  tiitt'  altro  —  o  clie  credete 
Che  del  lucro  dell'  wMst  io  provi  sete  ?  — 
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CARL  0. 

Gia  s' intende ! . . .  e  per  rae,  proprio,  confesso 
Mi  seccherebbe  il  vincer  tanto  spesso  — 
Ma  quel  non  vincer  mai,  che  e  mio  destino^ 
E  cosa  che  mi  garba  assai  pocliino. 

RAYEGGI. 

Signer  Carlo,  ci  vuol  filosofia: 
Creda  che  spesso  ho  perso  in  vita  mia  — 
Ma  non  mi  scuoto,  e,  tutto  rassegnato, 
lo  m'abbandono  alia  balia  del  fato! 
Tale  son  per  natura  —  non  per  arte  .  . . 

CARLO. 

A  rivederla!  ...  su  tiriam  le  carte  — 

RAVEGGL 

Ecco  un  asso. 

TERR EN L 

Ecco  un  cinque. 

CARLO. 

Un  fante  . . .  cane  f 

FABIO. 

Donna  di  fiorit 

TERR EN L 

A  Fabio  le  sottanef 

R  A  V  E  G  G  I. 

Terreni  ed  io  —  Che  posti  vuoi  stasera?  — 

TERRENL 

Dicon  le  streghe  e  buona  la  cerniera. 

FABIO. 

Vieni,  Carlo!  Benche  sian  due  volponi, 
Non  siamo  mica  noi  due  corbellonif 

CARLO. 

Bada  la  batte  giu  di  11  —  quand'  uno 
Perde  e  riperde  sempre  —  'on  c'  e  nessuno 
Che  dica  che  siam  furbi. 
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TERRENI. 

Su  da  prodi  — 
Soffrite  un  po'  in  onor  dei  santi  cModil 

CARLO. 

Lascia  un  po'  stare  i  chiodi. 

RAVEGGI. 

Dice  bene, — 
Non  porre  in  ballo  del  Signer  le  pene.  — 

CARLO. 

Di  chi  parla?  —  di  Cristo  oppur  di  me? 

RAVEGGL 

Del  Salvator  parlava  —  scusi,  veh  I 

CARLO. 

Domando.  Perche,  vede,  in  tal  questione 
Fra  Cristo  e  me  sussiste  un  paragonef  — 

RAVEGGI. 

II  Signor  Carlo  scherza.  Anche  dal  Bardi, 
Fu  detto  e  ripetuto,  e  non  piu  tardi 
D'  ier  sera,  che  se  a  lei  venisse  in  mente 
D'  emettere  de'  buoni,  e  solamente 
Da  lei  firmati  —  il  pubblico  li  prende, 
E  qual  specie  suonante  poi  li  spende.  — 

FAB  10. 

Sara  vero  —  pero  non  voglia  indurlo 
Di  venire  a  spacciarli  a  Montemurlo! 

CARLO. 

II  Raveggi  mi  piglia  per  un  chiurlo! 
Ma  chi  mi  liscia  piu  di  quel  che  suole 
0  m'  ha  gabbato  —  oppur  gabbar  mi  vuole. 
Pero  se  perdo  a  whist,  faro  dei  buoni 
Che  a  Raveggi  daro  per  francesconi! 

RAVEGGL 

Benissimol 


—  342  — 

FABIO. 

Su,  Carlo,  con  coraggio! 

T  E  R  R  E  N  I. 

E  Carlo  si  dispone  a  darne  un  saggio  — 
Perdendo  colla  calma  che  il  Raveggi 
Pone^  vincendo,  a  fare  i  suoi  conteggil 

FABIO. 

Non  gli  dar  retta.  No  I  —  non  perderai ! 
Stando  con  Fabio,  il  sindaco  —  vedrai!  — 

CARLO. 

Giuochiamo  —  allegri  —  nel  faturo  io  leggo  — 
E  Raveggi  lo  veggo  e  non  lo  veggo  — 
Siamo  a  Filippi  —  ed  egli  come  Bruto  — 
Udrii:  —  "Fini  per  te...,  guerriero  astuto!" 

{Sotto  voce  rid  en  do). 
Si  seggono  —  Raveggi  da  le  carte). 
RAVEGGI. 

Sia  buono,  Signor  Carlo,  non  m'  immoli  — 
Vede,  scuopro  soltanto  il  BaragiolL  •■) 

FABIO. 

E  si  comincia  bene!  ha  alzato  im  asso!  — 

TERR  EN  I. 

Non  e  niente  —  non  far  tanto  fracasso! 

CARLO. 

Siciiro;  dice  bene;  aspetta  a  urlare 
Quando  principier«?2C2  a  divorare! 

T  E  R  R  E  N  I. 

Bravo,  Carlo ;  quell'  and  m'  ha  garbato  — 
Dante  o  Batacchi,  credo,  1' ha  inventato!  — 

{Giocano  . 
CARL  0. 

Ira  di  Dio!  —  gran  slem!  —  P'abio  tii  sei . . . 


•)  S'intende  Tasso  di  cuori,  die  porta  il  nome  del  fabbricante. 
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FABIO. 

Cosa? 

CARLO. 

Un  grand'  uomo  mi  par  . . . 

FABIO. 

Lo  crederei! 
Ma  con  Raveggi  —  non  ci  gioco  piu  — 

{Si  ode  il  verso  del  chiu). 
TERRENI. 

Senti  —  r  assiolo  ti  fa  1'  eco  —  chiii! 

RAVE  OGI. 

Sciisi,  Fabio  —  perclie? 

FABIO. 

Perche,  s'  intende 
Aver  fortuna  —  ma  chi  poi  si  prende 
II  gusto  ognor  di  vincer  ...  —  mi  ribello  — 
E  a  Prato  torno  tosto  dal  fratello. 

RAVEGGI. 

Credeva  quasi  die  la  rima  in  ello 
Dovesse  poi  sfogarsi  con  . . . 

CARLO. 

Corbello! 

FABIO. 

Quest'  e  un  offesa! 

RAVEGGI. 

Non  ho  detto  niente! 

FABIO. 

Ha  detto  assai,  mi  par,  d' impertinente! 

RAVEGGI. 

Ma  le  pare !  —  mi  creda  —  T  e  in  errore ! 

FABIO. 

Si  clietil 

CARLO. 

0  Fabio!  —  calma  il  tuo  furore! 
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FABIO. 

Mi  sento  offeso,  e  tanto  me  ne  rodo, 
Che  Yuo'  riparazione  ad  ogni  modo!  — 

RAYEGGI. 

Oh!  questa  e  nuova!  o  Fabio  —  o  che  I'e  matto? 

FABIO. 

Anche  questo  e  un  insulto  — 

RAYEGGI. 

Mi  ritratto! 

FABIO. 

II  ritrattarsi  e  inutile  —  mi  sento 
Troppo  offeso ! . . .  Corbello  —  matto  —  a  stento 
Mi  freno  a  non  tirade  un  candellieref 
{Prende  in  mano  un  canclelliere —  Carlo  r/li  arresta  il  braccio). 
RAYEGGI. 

A  me!  —  poffare  Iddio!  —  son  cose  Yere, 
0  sogno?  —  Caro  mio!  . . . 

FABIO. 

Che  caro,  un  corno! 
Non  YOglio  sottostare  a  tanto  scorno! 

RAYEGGI. 

0  Dio !  —  non  si  ragiona  piu  —  ma  creda  — 

CARLO    a  Fabio  J. 

Stai  buono  un  po'!  —  («  Hav.)  La  prego,  qui  si  sieda. 

FABIO. 

Non  credo  nulla  —  specialmente  a  lei  — 
Non  presto  fede  che  agli  orecchi  miei!  — 

RAYEGGI. 

0  dagli!  — se  mi  proYOca,  po'  poi .  . . 
Benche  non  curi  d'  esser  fra  gli  eroi  — 
Pure  11  cuor  non  mi  manca  —  e  se  la  Yuole 
Tosto  ci  batteremo  alle  pistole!  — 

FABIO. 

E  cio  che  bramo  —  e  tempo  a  certe  genti.  . . 
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TERRENI  {soy^ridendo:. 

Di  mostrar  digrignando  im  poco  i  dentil  — 

CARLO   {pensieroso). 

Son  sbalestrato  —  proprio!  —  Fabio  senti . . . 

FA  BIO. 

Non  YOglio  sentir  niente  —  e,  te  ne  prego, 
Fammi  tu  da  secondo  — 

CARLO    [ci  pensa  —]poi  ride  fra  se). 

Kon  mi  nego. 
(Prendiamola  sul  serio  in  apparenza.)  'fra  se) 

TERRENL 

(Pare  die  meni  a  seria  consegiienza!)  {fra  se) 

R  A  V  E  G  G I   'tt  Terreni). 

(Prego,  Terreni^  in  questa  mia  sciagura 
Di  Yolermi  far  far  buona  figara!)  — 

TERRENI   [a  Raveggi). 

Non  dubitar  —  mio  caro  —  non  invano 

Portai  I'assisa  un  di  di  Capitano. 

(fra  se)  (Vivi  e  impara!  Per  dinci!  —  e  nn  caso  nuovo 

E  quasi,  quasi,  un  poco  mi  commuovo!) 

FABIO. 

(A  Firenze  mi  piglian  per  baggiano  — 
Non  sanno  cosa  valga  un  bisenziano!) 
Ritiriamoci  intanto  ed  i  padrini 
Faranno  Toccorrente. — 

TERRENI. 

Addio!  Nencini!  — 

{Tutti  escono). 
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SGEN-V    II. 
II  giardino  all'  Inglese  —  (La  mattina  dipoi), 

CARLO    e    TERRE.M. 


CARLO. 

Ti  dico  tutto  e  inutile  — 

TERRENL 

Mio  caro 
Tanta  durezza  in  te  —  'gli  e  un  caso  raro. 

CARLO. 

Durezza,  o,  se  tu  vuoi,  caparbieta  — 
S' ammazzino  fra  loro  —  e  ben  gli  staf 

TERRENL 

Fra  gente  battagliera  ~  son  con  te  — 
Ma  in  questo  caso  —  senti  —  pare  a  me  . . . 

CARLO. 

Che  essendo  fiacco  un  poco  il  tuo  e  il  mio^ 
Si  faccia  una  commedia  —  No !  per  Dio ! 

TERRENL 

Ma  proprio  tu  domandi  sangue  —  ignore 
Cosa  ti  fa  feroce  — 

CARLO. 

II  mio  decorol 

TERRENL 

In  questo  caso  'gli  e  '1  decoro  appunto 
Che  non  vuol  si  oltrepassi  un  certo  punto. 

CARLO. 

Tanto  e  —  che  vuoi? — per  me,  se  mi  ci  metto, 
Voglio  il  modum  agencli  netto  —  netto. 
Se  il  sangue  ti  sconcerta  —  credi  tu 
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Di  spedire  un  dei  nostri  a  Belzebii^ 
In  modo  silenzioso  ed  incriiente?  . . . 

TERRENI. 

Con  due  pillole  — 

CARLO. 

Si. 

TERRENI. 

Perfettamente ! 
La  garrula  citta  non  sapra  niente ... 

CARLO. 

Si  dira  che  mori  d' un  accidente! 
Vado  a  parlar  con  Fabio.  [esce) 

T  E  R  R  E  N  L 

Ecco  il  Raveggi. 
SGENA  III. 

RAVEGGI   e   TERRENI. 
RAVEGGI. 

Vengo  a  imparar  le  stabilite  leggi. 

TERRENI. 

Alia  pistola,  no. 

RAVEGGI. 

Sta  bene. 

TERRENI. 

E  poi, 
Ne  sciabola  — ne  spada  —  son  per  voi. 

RAVEGGI. 

Come  dunque?  — 

TERRENI. 

II  veleno  fulminante! 
Che  non  vi  da  dolori  un  solo  istante  — 
Due  pillole  —  capisci  —  e  non  due  palle. 
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R  A  y  E  G  G  I. 

Per  me  sta  tutto  bene  —  e  mai  le  spalle 
Volsi  al  dovere  ed  all'  onor  ...  —  ma,  credi, 
Che  compor  non  si  possa?  . . .  Perche  vedi,  . , . 
Mi  sembra  troppo  futil  la  questione  — 

TERRENI. 

Carlo  dice  che  Fabio  ad  esso  impone 
Di  non  accomodarsi  a  verun  patto  — 

RAVEGGI. 

(lo  strasecolo  —  e  credo  ognimo  mattof 
Peru  non  mi  convien  di  fare  il  molle, 
Anche  nel  caso  di  passar  da  folle).  {fra  s'e) 
Voglio  anch'io  comparir  saldo  campione  — 
E  sbaglia  chi  m'  ha  preso  per  poltrone!  — 
Non  creda  colle  sue  spavalderie 
Fabio  d' imporne  —  son  minchionerie! 

TERRENI. 

Bravo  I  bravo!  cosi  mi  piaci  appieno, 
E  ben  di  far  sembrar  duro  il  terreno  — 
Sapro,  vedrai,  di  cio  trarne  vantaggio^ 
E,  in  fondo,  si  vedr^  chi  ha  piii  coraggiot 

RAVEGGI. 

Ti  lascio.  Vado  a  fare  il  testamento! 
Ma  faro  presto  —  torno  in  im  momento. 
Questo  involto  pero  pongo  in  tua  mano 
Se  cado  tu  rimettilo  a  Milano  '■']  — 
Con  cio  non  tolgo  im  soldo  al  figlio  mio; 
Di  ivMst  egli  e  '1  provento  scrio  —  scrio.  — 

{Esce). 


')  Nel  testo  dice  :  «  Se  cado  tu  il  rimetti  olla  MVano  »  {si  suppone  clie 
sia  un  lapsus  calami]. 
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SGE^^A    IV. 

TERREM   solo. 

E  r  iTomo  una  sciarada  bell'  e  biiona  — 
Chi  rintende  e  mirabile  persona  — 
Carlo  mi  fa  il  feroce  —  e  questo  qua 
Mi  diventa  un  eroe  ed  un  Faublas!  — 
Fabio? —  vedremo  un  po'  cosa  saral  — 

DecCOlil  —  [si  pone  in  fonclo  alia  scena). 

SGENA  V. 

FABIO,    CARLO   6   ClettO. 
FABIO. 

Se  tu  credi  che  farei 
Bene — pensando  un  poco  ai  casi  miei  — 
Ad  appaciarmi  col  Rareggi  —  dillo! 
Proprio  si  litigo  per  uno  spillo!  — 

CARLO. 

Yedi  —  se  fai  sentir  tu  nulla,  nulla, 

Che  stimi  questa  una  disfida  grulla  — 

E  che  ti  muovi  per  venire  ai  patti  — 

II  Raveggi,  e  il  maggior,  se  non  son  matti, 

Piu  compor  non  vorranno  la  questione, 

Menoche  colla  tua  umiliazione. 

Dunque  stai  fermo  e  duro  come  un  masso, 

E  I'altro  cessera  d' esser  gradasso  — 

Vedrai  —  ne  tardera  d'  oflfrir  un  modo^ 

Per  scioglier  con  onore  un  simil  nodo. 

[Escono). 
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SGENA    VI. 

TERRENI   solo. 

Anclie  questa  e  bellissima!  —  ecco  Carlo 
Che  a  Fabio  ora  consiglia,  per  salvarlo, 
Di  far  il  duro  —  ed  io  lo  stesso  ho  detto 
A  Raveggi  —  sicche  sard  costretto 
Di  mostrarmi  intrattabile  —  e  cattivo  — 
Pien  di  sdegno  —  e  di  cuore  affatto  privo  — 
Per  sembrar  che  abbia  fegato  il  Raveggi!  — 
Oh  !  santa  vanita  che  il  mondo  reggi  \ 
Qaante  bestialita  per  te  si  fanno  — 
E  quaiite  mai  col  tempo  si  farannot  — 

SGENA  VIT. 

CARLO,     FABIO    6    dettO. 
FABIO. 

Son  pronto  —  eccomi  qua  —  mi  duole  un  poco 

Perche  tutti  dirannoche  'gli  e  'i  gioco 

Che  m'  ha  spinto  a  far  questo  —  e,  non  ti  burlo, 

Rischio  che  poi,  tornando  a  Montemurlo, 

Mi  faccian  quel  villani  una  fischiata  — 

CARLO. 

Villani! — ma  la  cosa  e  ragionata  — 

(Che  diavol  dico,  anch' io  !)  —   Badiamo,  veh! 

Quando  sapranno  il  caso  come  'gli  e, 

Vedranno  che  chi  veste  panno  fine, 

Prende  I'onore  in  senso  sopraffine. 

Per  cui  deve  sfidar  la  morte  e  Iddio  — 

(Proprio  perdo  il  cervello  — o  che  dico  io!?) 
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F  A  B  I  0   [astratto). 

Ecco  im  plico  —  lo  prendi  —  e  se  la  sorte 
Volesse  in  questo  giorno  la  mia  morte, 
Mandalo  a  Prato  al  mio  fratello  Enrico  — 
Conto  sopra  di  te— mio  buono  amico!  — 

[Carlo  prende  il  plico). 

(Non  vorrei  che  credesse  ch'  io  lo  faccia 
Erede)  —  [fra  se). 

CARLO. 

A  cosa  pensi  ?  — 

FABIO. 

A  nientel 

CARLO. 

Scaccia 
Dalla  mente  ogni  idea  di  debolezza  — 

FABIO. 

Gia  s'intende  —  ma  im  poco  di  tristezza  . . . 

CARLO. 

Niente  —  niente  —  cogli  anni  che  ti  trovi, 
Conosci  il  cuoricino  a  quanto  giovi. 

FABIO. 

Volevo  dirti . . .  vedi ...  in  questo  plico 
Parlo  di  te  —  ma  . . . 

CARLO. 

Non  mi  lasci  im  ficol 

FABIO. 

No...  non  precisamente  — 

CARLO. 

Ora  t'  intendo  — 
Tu  temi  ch'  io  supponga  che  morendo 
Non  Raveggi  ma  tu... 

FABIO. 

Guarda  che  idee!  — 
Io  non  supposi  mai  cose  si  ree!  —  [ride  nervosamente). 
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CARLO. 

In  tutti  casi  stattene  tranquillo  — 

Tengo  in  mente,  veclrai,  tutt'  altro  grillol 

ifra  sc]  (E  saro  vendicato,  affe  cli  baccot 

CoUa  pillola  —  essenza  di  tabacco!  — 

Oh!  razza.  ..  di  granocchio  d' un  Pratese! 

Di  Montemiirlo  sindaco  Irocchese!  — 

E  dir  che  mi  viiol  bene  e  che  mi  apprezza!  — 

Alia  larga  con  simil  tenerezzat  — 

Sospettarmi  di  forse  aver  in  mente 

Di  kicrar— oh!  mio  Dio!)  — 

FAB  10. 

Carlo,  c'  e  gente!  — 

SGEN  A    VIIT. 
RAVEGGi  e  detti. 

R  A  V  E  G  G  I. 
{Ba  U7ia  stretta  di  mano  al  Terrcni  die  si  avanza  dal  fondo 
CARLO. 

Siete  pronti?  — 

TERRENL 

Prontissimi  — 

CARL  0. 

Hanno  niente 
Da  dir,  signori  miei  ?  — 

TERRENL 

No,  certamente! 

CARLO. 

Le  pillole  fatali  in  questa  borsa 
lo  r  ho  riposte  —  la  parola  incorsa 
Obbliga  ognun  di  loro  a  sceglierne  una  — 
Avanti  dunque!  — 
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T  E  R  R  E  N  I. 

E  poi  —  biiona  fortuna! 

RAY  EGai   'a  parte). 

(Proprio  mi  sembra  im  sogno  —  eppiir  non  tremo!) 

FAB  10    {a  parte). 

(Cosa  curiosa!  In  vero  io  nulla  temol) 

RA  VEGGI   [a  parte}. 

(Madre  mia,  se  dal  ciel  mi  guardi  intenta, 
Spero  del  figliol  tiio  sarai  contenta!) 

F  A  B I  0   {a  parte). 

(Morir  per  mano  del  Dottore  o  mia, 
L'"e  tutt' una  —  si  muore  —  e  cosi  sia!) 

CARLO. 

Se  scrupoli  lia  qualcuno  ...?... 

RAYEGGI. 

0  no  signore! 
(Non  voglio  ceder,  no!) 

FABIO. 

Nulla  ho  sul  cuore. 
(Non  voglio  sembrar  debole!) 

TERRENI. 

(Cospetto! 
E  un  genere  spartano  puro  e  pretto!) 
Ma  dunque  .  . .  perdonate  .  .  . 

FABIO. 

Niente  afFatto! 

TERRENI. 

Desidero  spiegarmi.  — 

RAVEGGI. 

Non  ritratto 
Neppure  una  parola  — 

TERRENI. 

Ma  lasciate 
Ch'  io  ve  ne  dica  due  un  po'  sensate.  — 

23 
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R  A  V  E  G  G  I. 

E  tutto  invano  ormai  — 

FABIO. 

Nor  ci  seccate!  — 

CARLO. 

II  Raveggi,  dei  due  che  e  il  piu  attempato, 
Scelga  il  primo  — 

R  A  Y  E  G  G  I. 
{Prende  una  pillola). 

CARLO. 

Ora  a  Fabio. 

FABIO. 

{Prende  V  altra). 

CARL  0. 

E  quando  e  dato 
D'ingoiarle  il  segnale,  ognun  la  prenda, 
E  tosto  in  plana  terra  si  distenda.  — 

TERRENL 

Fortuna  a  entrambi  diinque  —  Tran-gu-giate! — 

R  AY  E  G  G  I  {ingoUa  la  pillola). 
EccO   fatto!      si  sdraia  . 

FABIO  (fa  lo  stesso). 

Son  morto!     [si  sdraia). 

R  A  V  E  G  G  I. 

Gia  V  el  ate 
Mi  sembran  le  pupille  —  o  Dio  mi  svengo!  — 

FABIO. 

Son  morto  — su  coraggio!  —  addio!  mi  spengof 
[Raveggi  e  Fabio  restano  in  terra  svenuti). 
T  E  R  R  E  N  I  [U  guarda). 

Son  morti  tutti  e  due!  —che  cosa  e  questa?!!  — 

CARLO. 

Ecco  del  mondo  le  sublimi  gesta!  — 
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T  E  R  R  E  N  I. 

Oh!  cosa  hai  fatto? 

CARLO. 

Di'  clie  ho  fatto  bene,  — 
Del  cretinismo  n'ho  le  tasche  piene! 

TERR  EN  I. 

Bella  ragion  per  ammazzar  la  gente! 

CARLO. 

Sta  zitto  —  zitto  —  non  capisci  niente! 
Guarda  c'  e  appunto  qui  Y  annaffiatoio. 

AttentO !     {anna/fia  a  Raveggi  il  viso,  e  qicincU  fa  lo  stesso 
a  Fahio). 

RAYEGGL 

Son  dannato!      si  alza  e  fugge). 

FAB  10. 

Aime  che  muoio! 

{si  alza  e  fugge). 


SGENA  IX. 

CARLO    e    TERRENI. 

TERRENL 

{Guarda  Carlo  stupcfatto  . 

CARLO. 

Sai  perche  T  imo  e  1' altro  cosi  scappa?  — 
Eran  due  dosi  entrambi  di  sciarappa!!!  — 

TERRENI. 

Sta  bene!!  — e  sono  un  povero  innocente!  - 
Nel  dubitar  di  te  si  scioccamente!  — 
Dovevo  ben  capir  che  tu  scherzavi  — 
Si  vede  che  negli  occhi  ci  ho  le  travit 
Due  passi  vado  a  far  nello  stradone  — 
Fammi  chiamar  se  vanno  a  colazione!  — 
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VERSI  DEL  CONTE   AV. 

da  me  adattati  in  lingua  Italiana. 


Onde  alleviar  dell'  alma  la  tortura, 
Sul  limitar  del  libico  deserto, 
Invano  io  ramingai  con  passo  incerto, 
Non  trassi  ciira. 

Nell'  ombra  alle  Piramidi  la  mente 

Volsi  alia  patria  —  ai  di  felici  tanto  — 
Ed  a  File  sostai,  —  lasso  ed  affranto  — 
Inutilmente  f 

Spenta  colei  che  si  mi  amo,  pur  spento  — 
M'apparve  I'esser  mio  —  ma  soffro  e  vivo 
E  si  di  viver  che  morir  me  privo 

Di  forza  sento  !  — 

Versai  sul  mesto  avel,  che  pur  fia  mio, 
Lagrime  tante  e  vi  posai  dei  fiori  — 
Speme  omai  piu  non  ho  di  di  migliori  — 
Ma  spero  in  Dio  !  — 

IS'JO. 
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ALL'USIGNOLA   MIA 

(POISSON    D'AVRIL) 

(Scherzo  per  compiacere  un  amico). 


Nelia  gaia  Primavera 

Quando  cantan  gli  uccellini. 
Per  queU'estro  ai  cuoricini 
Che  v'infonde  Iddio  d'amor, 

L'ineffabile  dolcezza 

Che  natura  ad  essi  ispira, 
Non  saprebbe  colla  lira 
Dir  neppure  il  trovator !  — 

Figuriamoci,  Clarina, 

Trasformati  in  usignoli, 
E  sul  pioppb,  soli^  soli, 
Che  si  YOglia  amoreggiar. 

Ti  direi  col  mio  fischietto 

""lo  Vadoro,  o  mia  Clarina; 
lo  vorrei  la  tua  testina 
Col  mio  hecco  accarezzarl" 
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Tu,  ritrosa,  rispondendo, 

Canteresti:  "E  troppo  ardire ! 
Vanne  a  farti  henedire  I 
Ci,  ci,  ci,  va'  via  di  qua  I'' 

Pur  lasciando  il  ramoscello 
Tu  verresti  a  me  vicina  — 
lo  con  bella  manierina 
Fischierei:  "Or  ora  vo.'' 

E<\  intanto  svolazzando 

Al  tuo  fianco  mi  porrei  — 

Fermo  li  gorgiieggerei : 

"Se  mi  scacci  ne  morro!''  — 

Come  chiudasi  la  scena 
Spiegliero  nel  settantuno; 
Per  non  essere  importuno_, 
Qui  per  ora  flniro. 

Pero  credi,  o  mia  Clarina^ 
Che,  senz'  essere  usignolo, 
Dal  tuo  fianco  piu  non  volo, 
La  mia  vita  e  tutta  in  te  ! 

Se  domani  alle  Cascine 

Porti  al  petto  una  camelia, 
Tu  vedrai  come  la  celia 
Un  altro  anno  finir^! 

CiVETTINO. 

1870. 


SCIARADE  E  LOGOGRIFI 


1. 

II  pri'nio  diibita  — 
Ed  il  seconclo 

Cittade  e  d'  isola, 
Nota  nel  mondo, 

Che  dagli  Italic! 
Lidi  si  scorge  — 

Rifiiito  r  lilthno 
Brusco  ti  porge. 

II  tutto  intrepido 

Guerrier  ricorda  — 

Che,  strinto  ad  albero 
Con  cruda  corda. 
In  mezzo  a'  strali 
Al  cielo  le  ali 
Sante  spiego!  — 

1858. 


E  capo  il  prinio  mio  di  Carnevale  — 
Di  capo  serve  V altro  oXV" Opinione" — 
E  capo  pure  il  terzo  del  leone  — 
Dal  capo  rosso  e  uccello  il  mio  totals. 
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3. 


II  primo  mio  cammina,  ed  il  secondo 

Delle  contrade  ausonie  ^  rio  profondo  — 
Sovrano  e  '1  terzo  —  e  dei  di  nostri,  al  vero, 
Sublime  vanto  e  '1  mio  possente  intiero. 

1862. 


Uomiiii,  bestie^  cocchi  e  carri  tutti 
Porto  sill  dorso  mio  per  gire  asciutti. 
Un  di  spirava^  appeso  al  braccio  mio, 
Colui  che  voile  traditore  Iddio. 
II  pellegrin  da  lunga  gita  stanco 
Felice  a  me  s'  appressa  —  io  lo  rinfranco. 
Al  pari  della  peste  e  del  colera, 
Ogni  anno  mieto  numerosa  schiera. 
Deir  Italo  giardino  io  son  fattezza, 
Che  r  ultima  non  e  di  sua  bellezza. 
Nel  corso  mio  non  trovi  alcun  sermone, 
Ma  noto  son  per  storia  e  per  storione. 
Sono  un  numero  tondo  al  quale  e  dato 
Giunger  cogli  anni  all'  uom  morigerato. 
Sono  augello  d'Oriente  che  ritrovo 
Le  penne  mie  dal  cenere  del  rovo. 
Sono  adiettivo  ed  il  chiercuto  stuolo 
Si  vuole  ch'  io  dipinga  da  me  solo. 
Amante  amata  solo  in  poesia, 
Nel  mondo  vero  niuno  sa  chi  io  sia. 
Son  bocca  che  pur  dolce  per  un  lato 
Ho  r  altro  quasi  sempreassai  salato. 
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Air  occhio  del  iilosofo  il  totale  — 
Coperto  e  vero  da  splendor  regale, 
Ma  poco  amante  della  luce  viva  — 
Somiglia  ad  un  vampiro,  il  quale  schiva 
Del  sole  i  raggi,  e  prospera  soltanto 
Dove  la  notte  spiega  il  nero  ammanto, 
E  di  tenebre  cuopre  il  mondo  intiero, 
Velando  in  guisa  eguale  e  il  falso  e  il  vero, 
Pero,  si  dice,  all'  Indie,  che  talora, 
Dopo  die  gia  risplende  in  ciel  1'  aurora, 
Un'  aquila  si  sforzi  a  dare  aita 
A  quel  sinistro  augello,  perclie  in  vita 
Regga  fino  alia  luce  meridiana,  — 
Impresa,  a  quanto  credesi,  ben  stranat 
Ed  altre  aquile  e  1'  or  so  ed  il  leone 
Ridonsi  infatti  di  tal  pretensione. 

1S67. 


5. 


Esprimo  qualita  d'  oggetto  amato. 

Di  me,  si  dice,  che  e  Cupido  armato. 

Lettera  greca  —  ....  Specchio  naturale  — 

Cosa  che  vola  rapida  senza  ale. 

Fui  nome  illustre  molto,  unito  a  Mag7io 

Qui  lavoro,  lavoro,  e  non  guadagno! 


6. 


Canta  il  piHmiero  mio; 
E  primo  il  mio  secondo ; 
1^' intier  nel  vecchio  mondo 
I  boschi  ralle^ro.  — 


—  3G2 


Difesa  ed  ornamento  troverai 

In  me  per  cio  che  a  tutti  preme  assai. 

Si  dice  che  ho  un  fratello  in  questo  mondo, 

Che  e  freddo  al  par  di  me,  canuto  e  tondo. 

Svelto  ed  alto  fra  i  Turchi  fui  famoso 

Ma  per  dir  vero  in  modo  vergognoso. 

Mi  spoglia  1'  uomo  del  tesoro  mio, 

E  poi  m'  arde  le  celle  innanzi  a  Dio. 

lo  scorro  nella  landa  inospitale, 

Ove  e  la  brina  un  despota  eternale. 

Certo  e  ch'  io  sono  una  deformita, 

Ma  pur  mi  voUer  segno  di  belta. 

Vivente  m'ergo  spesso  a  volo  altero. 

Ma  morta  servo  al  volo  del  pensiero. 

Senza  armeggiar  coll'oro  ho  un  tal  lambicco^ 

Per  cui  campa  la  vita  e  il  gramo  e  il  ricco. 

Famoso  come  divo  anticamente, 

Sono  in  bocca  di  tutti  anco  al  presente. 

Altrove  delle  bestie  son  sovrano, 

Ma  qui  fui  spesso  Papa  in  Vaticano. 


Nel  vasto  effimero 
Quadro  parlante, 

Ove  e  che  muovonsi 
Le  tante  e  tante 

Variate  immagini 
Di  questa  Terra,  — 

h' intier  miravasi. 

In  pace  e  in  guerra, 
Grande  del  pari,  — 
E  non  ha  guari. 
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Ma  Yehf  che  cambiansi 
Le  forme  —  appena 

Perdura  im  idolo 
Dell'altra  scena. 

Sgomento  attonito 
Uintier  si  avvede 

Che  gia  gli  scivola 
L'  incerto  piede^ 
Che  cangia  in  spine. 
L'allor  del  crine. 


Ma  se  dell'italo 
Propizio  fato^ 

Muovendo  a  unisono, 
L'intiero  al  lato 

Si  pone,  e  vincola 
II  suo  destino  — 

Vedra  di  subito, 
Sul  suo  cammino, 
Tornar  fulgente 
L'  astro  d'  Oriente ! 

1867. 


8. 


Pianeta  —  Duca  Croato.  —  Truffatore  — 
Cio  che  il  guerrier  commette  con  onore, 
Frazione  cronologica.  —  Unita,  — 


Lembo.  —  Del  mio  figliuolo  la  meta. 
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Cosa  che  ognun  apprezza.  —  Galleggiante. 


Citta  d'Affrica.  —  Fiume.  —  Comandante 
D'  un  vascello  perduto  —  che  di  lutto 
Cuoprira  sempre  il  nostro  regno  tutto. 


Un  uom  di  cui  la  storia 
Sara  rossore  o  gloria  — 
Ardua  e  1'  impresa  —  immensa 
La  nube  che  si  addensa 
Siii  passi  suoi  —  si  spera 
Ch'  ei  domi  la  bufera.  — 
Che  se  la  mente  sua, 
Or  che  e  guida  alia  prua, 
Peritasse  al  cimento  — 
Per  pochezza  o  sgomento  — 
Addio  sogni  dorati  — 
Resteremmo  arrenati !  — 
Che  dico?  —  avanti  avanti  — 
Air  opra  tutti  qiianti  — 
Tutti  al  nocchier  si  presti 
Aita,  e  niun  si  arresti. 
Ire,  invidie,  partiti, 
Che  ci  hanno  disuniti, 
Ponga  da  banda  ognuno  — 
E  tosto  di  Nettuno 
Si  pianeran  le  ciglia,  — 
Ed  ei  trarra  la  chiglia, 
Con  zeffiro  propizio, 
Lungi  dal  precipizio. 

1867. 


365 


Lotta  —  Altare  —  Foraggio  —  Abitazioni  — 
Segno  di  pace,  e  gente  da  prigioni  — 
Porti  russo  e  Italian  —  susurro  —  Aurora  — 
Cosa  vitale  —  ed  ultima  dimora.  — 
Collera  —  lama  ultrice  —  recipiente  — 
Del  canto  emblema  —  erba  di  mar  —  serpente 
Spiaggie  —  impellenti  dell'  augello  al  moto  — 
Rij)aro  all'  acque  —  esportator  di  loto. 


II  tutto,  0  mio  lettore, 

Segno  ad  immenso  amore, 

E  di  raggio  abbagliante 

Una  Stella  filante! 

Con  orgoglio  la  miri, 

Ma  in  fondo  al  cuor  sospiri  — 

Che  quella  stella  adesso 

Non  e  gia  che  un  riflesso 

Di  scintilla  die  fu 

E  che  ormai  non  e  piii !  — 

Aereolite  divenne^ 

E  minaccia  perenne 

Di  ruina  e  sfacelo^ 

Rest 6  fra  terra  e  cielo. 


L 
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Dessa  il  destin  cosi 

Air  Ausonia  sorti. 

Cosa  per  noi  vitale 

Se  fosse  e  in  bene  e  in  male, 

La  storia  narrerii 

Alle  future  eta!  — 


1867. 


10. 


E  del  celeste  Impero 
Fiume  11  primiero. 
Lieto  e  giocondo 
Grand'  impero  nel  mondo 
Serba  il  secondo ; 

E  estinto  benche  siasi  il  paganesimo 
Gode  qual  nume  ancor  culto  medesimo. 
II  tutto  ha  culto  anch'esso  immenso  e  lato, 
E  ricchezze  maggior  daria  alio  Stato, 
Se  quel,  ch'  ebber  d'  Italia  il  primo  posto, 
Sapesser  trar  dal  fumo  im  degno  arrosto. 

IS68. 


11. 


Opra  r  intiero  egli  e  del  primo  raio. 
II  secondo  son  iol  — 
E  il  primier,  benche  piccolo  d'  aspetto, 
Armato  e  in  guisa  da  voler  rispetto. 


12, 


Eterno  ed  immutabile  il  primiero : 
II  secondo  sono  io,  superbo,  altero, 
Benche  la  preda  del  meschino  intiero. 
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Diviiiita,  non  ugualmente  intesa, 

Ho  culto  universale  fuor  di  chiesa. 

Dei  morti  con  miniita  fedelta 

II  sembiante  ritraggo  —  ognun  lo  sa. 

Capo  son  io  che,  al  dir  di  Samuele, 

Dato  fui  per  gastigo  ad  Israele. 

Nei  tempi  antichi,  noto  al  par  di  Mida^ 

Ebbi  tesori  dalla  diva  infida. 

Porta  r  Italia  alfine  il  nome  mio  — 

Dessa  lo  voile  e  gliel  concesse  Iddio. 

Nel  moto  mio  concentrasi  la  vita  — 

Guai  se  m'  arresto  —  1'  anima  e  sparita. 

Son  figura  geometrica  si  bella, 

Che  scelta  fui  perfin  da  pulcinelia. 

Son  vino  ed  acqua,  entrambi  assai  famosi, 

Fra  mezzo  a  due  gran  popoii  gelosi. 

Parte  saliente  di  belta  donnesca. 

Mi  scelgon  limgo  il  mar  per  bagno  o  pesca. 

Fa  liete  le  forestre  il  suono  mio, 

E  servo  di  spauracchiO'  al  genio  rio. 


Convegno  il  tutto  die,  secondo  e  fama. 
In  mente  una  tal  favola  richiama, 
La  qual  ci  narra  quanto  astutamente, 
Per  torre  una  castagna  incandescente. 
La  scimmia  si  appigiiasse  alio  zampino 
Del  gatto,  conoscente  e  buon  vicino.  — 
Pero  chi  legge  addentro  vi  ritrova 
Segni  evidenti  di  quell'  era  nuova 
Per  cui  di  anacronismi  ancora  in  vita, 
Alfin  verra  1'  anomalia  sopita,  — 


368 


Con  Apollo  mi  sto  sii  nel  Parnaso 

Ove  spesso,  si  viiol,  die  io  scriva  a  caso. 

Presso  gli  antichi  fai  ''padre  delle  acque" 

Ma  da  Colombo  in  poi  quel  nome  tacque. 

Voile  che  mi  ami  ognun  natiira  astiita  — 

Giove  che  pur  mi  amo  mi  fe  cornuta! 

Immondo,  faccio  stomaco  alia  gente, 

Che,  inconscia,  poi  mi  mangia  allegrainente. 

Sono  ottimo  se  manco  di  sapore, 

E  firmo  il  passaporto  di  chi  muore. 

Gente  siam  rozza  e  dalla  man  callosa. 

Ma,  dai  vati  cantato, 

Appare  il  nostro  stato 
Degno  d'invidia  e  cosa  deliziosa. 
Do  forma  a  cio  che  1'  uom  tiene  piu  caro  — 
E  percio  d'imitarmi  attenta  il  baro. 
Colle  mummie  d'  Egitto  mi  si  trova. 
Come  se  roba  fossi  ancora  nuova. 
Siam  capsule  di  vita  —  eppur  la  gente 
Di  noi  forma  un  sinonimo  di  "nienteV' 


Per  r  anno  che  fra  breve  avra  principio 
S'  attende,  da  chi  spirito  ha  mancipio, 
Con  reverenza  somma  il  mio  totale  — 
Mentre  quei  che  la  mente  ha  liberale 
Ravvisa  in  esso  un  corpo  gia  colpito 
Letalmente  dal  sole,  e  stramortito 
Si  che  dime  si  puo  non  punto  a  torto: 
"7/  poverelto  non  se  ne  era  accorto, 
Andava  conibattendo  ed  era  raorto!" 

18G8. 
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15. 


Pittor  die  dell'  Italia,  alfin  redenta, 
Seppe  mostrar  che  V  arte  non  e  spenta. 
Resnltamento  di  passioui  accese 
Per  gelosia,  per  odio  o  borse  lese. 
Potenza  vasta,  inospital  regione, 
Che  vanta  il  laccio  per  costituzione. 
A  me  si  affaccia  il  fiorellin  Xarciso, 
Neir  onda  per  specchiare  il  suo  bel  viso. 
Noi  sempre  lavoriamo  —  e  il  mondo  tutto 
Gode  deir  opra  nostra  il  dolce  frutto. 
Noi  precipizi  siam  di  duro  masso. 
lo  fui  del  Santo  Ufflzio  atroce  spasso, 
Di  demenza  e  di  gioia  siam  segno  eguale. 
Parte  siam  de'  pianeti  ideale. 
Con  noi  si  fanno  viaggi  e  lunghi  e  belli. 
Citta  d'Europa  nota  per  cammelli. 
Famosa  son  per  1'  acque  mie  termali. 
Parola  clie  e  rimedio  a  molti  mali. 


Con  im  Yolpon  politico  e  coll'  armi, 
In  vetta  m'  e  riiiscito  arrampicarmi, 
Ove  e  che  V  orso,  il  gallo  ed  il  leone, 
Assieme  anelan  trarmi  nell'  agone  — 
E  percio,  mentre  affilan  ungMe  e  denti, 
A  me  si  mostran  sempre  sorridenti, 
E  con  voce,  che  appar  proprio  verace, 
Proniinzian  sempre  la  parole  pace! 
Se  tu,  lettor,  non  m'  indovini  ancora, 
I  logogrifi  scansa  — almen  per  ora! 

1868. 
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16. 


Acuto  appar  talora  il  prhno  mio 

Air  orecchio  ed  all'  occhio,  —  ed  e  il  secondo 
Creatura  che  or  or  s'  e  schiusa  al  mondo. 
II  tutto,  0  tu  che  vai  filosofando, 
Oggidi  che  il  buon  senso  e  messo  al  bando, 
Cerca  schivare  per  1'  amor  di  Dio.  — 

1869. 


17. 


E  pronome  il  p-rimiero  —  e  col  secondo 
Puro  e  bianco  ritorna  il  lino  immondo  - 
Sedeva  il  tutto  un  di  siil  regal  soglio, 
Dal  capriccio  guidato  e  dall'  orgoglio  — 
Oggi  pero,  con  piglio  piu  farioso, 
N'  ambisce  il  nome  il  popolo  cencioso. 

1869. 


18. 


Lettera  o  cifra  il  primo;  —  ed  il  secondo 
Nell'ignoranza  cercalo,  —  sta  in  fondo. 
Nella  lizza  politica,  Vintiero, 
Campione  fu  tenuto  e  forte  e  fiero: 
Ma,  dacche  tanto  arrisegli  la  sorte, 
Non  sembra  quasi  piu  fiero  ne  forte. 
Anzi,  dal  modo  di  tener  I'arcione, 
Si  teme  sempre  un  qualche  stramazzone. 
Lettor,  se  in  queste  scene  ti  diletti^ 
Dirai  con  me  che  cM  la  fa  V  aspettil 

1870. 
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19. 


E  in  francese  il  mio  priraiero 
Condimente  giornaliero. 
Canta  V  altro  —  eel  il  totale 
Di  domestico  animale 
E  I'attrezzo  antico  assai. 
Ma  se  intender  tu  non  sai, 
Ti  diro  che  e  nome  noto 
Di  persona  ben  valente, 
Che,  con  plauso  della  gente, 
Colmar  voile  un  certo  vuoto;  — 
Ma  che,  invece,  in  vecchio  modo^, 
Finira  per  fare  im chiodo. 

1870. 


20. 


Citta  del  mondo  nuovo  ove  non  piove. 
Crede  a  me  1'  ignorante  e  si  commuove. 
Del  cuore  sono  un  male  e  dei  polmoni. 
Di  ricca  messe  m'  empiono  i  coloni. 
Vasta  terra  che  fu  culla  agli  umani. 
Regno  prossimo  assai  dei  lidi  Indiani. 
Nel  fiasco  e  carro  e  nel  castel  mi  trovo. 
Bestia  da  soma  io  son  nel  mondo  nuovo. 
S'estolle  al  cielo  chi  e  di  noi  munito. 
Air  infanzia  porgiam  sicuro  un  sito. 
Preci  che  al  cielo  giungono  armoniose. 
Uniti  sempre  alle  terrestri  cose, 
leri  deserto,  oggi  citta,  domani 
Saro  r  emporio  dei  negozi  umani. 

1870. 


—  372  - 


21. 


A  Giove  piacque  un  di  darmi  le  coma. 
Sono  articolo,  o  nota  se  ti  torna. 
Mi  vedi  siilla  scena  in  imbarazzo. 
Son  premiato  ben  bene  quando  ammazzo. 
Son  capace  mangiare  un  bove  intiero. 
Fiume  che  scorre  nel  Celeste  Impero. 
La  mia  sorella  mi  carpi  lo  sposo. 
Sono  uccello  e  suU'  onda  mi  riposo. 
D'ordine  equestre  sono  un  grado  ambito. 
Son  sposo  di  colei  che  ti  ha  nutrito. 


lo  son  chi  sono  —  ma  'gii  e  un  fatto  vero 
Che  si  parla  di  me  nel  regno  intiero! 
Mi  voglion  nella  polve  o  suU'  altare  — 
Fellone  o  eroe  —  lettor^  che  te  ne  pare?  — 
(Un  chiunque  interrompe :  "0  uomo  vano! 
Nel  bene  o  mal  tu  grandel  —  0  se  sei  nanoll 


22. 


Vede  ogni  di  Partenope  il  jj'i^imiero, 
Fuga  maligni  spiriti  il  secondo, 
Ed  e,  cosi  s'  impara,  in  questo  mondo, 
Del  gran  Pianeta  una  stazion  V  intiero. 
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23. 


Nome  plurale  il  primo,  che  nel  mondo 
M'  e  di  sollievo  grande  e  di  conforto, 
E  clie  amo  percio  molto  —  ed  il  secondo 
Ch'  e  femmina,  pur  amo  e  non  a  torto, 
Sebbene,  ad  altri,  simile  parente^ 
Non  sempre  sia  del  tutto  confacente  — 
h'inUero,  in  questa  valle  sublunare, 
Sebbene  amor  non  sia,  implica  amare. 

1870. 


FINE. 
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PER    LE     NOZZE 


DI    CRISTINA    ED    EMANUELE    ORAZIO    FENZI 


Nel  cupo  tramite 
Di  questa  vita, 

Di  spine  e  triboli 
Sempre  gremita, 

Risplende  limpido 
Talora  im  raggio, 

Che  r  alma  esilara 
Nel  rio  viaggio, 
Colmando  il  cuore 
Di  lieto  urnore. 


E  a  noi  che  il  ciimulo 
Di  angoscie  e  pianto, 

Crudele  ha  Tanimo 
Straziato  tanto^ 

Surta  e  pur  1'  iride 
Che  im  di  sereno 

Rivela,  e  il  giubbilo 
Induce  a  pieno 
Neir  imo-  petto, 
Profondo  e  schietto. 


Quest'  iri  e  il  vincolo 
D'  eterno  amore 

Che  inalterabile 

A^i  imisce  il  cuore 

E  che,  compiutosi 
In  questo  giorno, 

Risveglia  iin  palpito 
In  tutti,  attorno 
A  qiiesta  mensa, 
Di  gioia  intensa. 


L'alloro  mietere 

Col  brando  in  mano 
A  gloria  estollersi 

Neir  Oceano 
Del  vasto  scibile  — 

L'  oro  —  il  potere  — 
Appagan  1'  animo 

Che  sa  volere  — 

Son  d'ambizione 

II  guiderdone. 


Ma  quel  filosofo 

Che  studia  il  vero, 
Che  solo  all'etica 

Volto  ha  'I  pensiero, 
Apprezza  facile 

L'idea  che,  in  fondo, 
"Sunt  omnia  vanitas" 

In  questo  mondo, 

Salvo  V  amore 

Di  noMl  cuore. 


Null'  altro  aggiungere 
Yoglio  io  —  m'arresto 

E  al  cuor  die  e  nobile 
Dico  sol  questo: 

Ami,  e  consimile 
Amor  ritrai  — 

Tesoro  —  antidoto 
A  tutti  i  guai, 
Di  questa  gita 
Crudel  — la  vita. 


A  entrambi,  identico, 

II  ciel  sortiva 
L'arcano  spirito 

Che  il  frale  avviva  — 
Ond'  e  che  celere 

D'amor  lo  strale, 
Yi  iini  per  impeto 

Di  legge  astrale  — 

Fia  benedetto 

Simile  affetto! 


Gli  sposi  vivano! 

Gaio  e  giocondo 
Sia  loro  il  vortice 

DI  questo  mondo  — 
E  quando  giungano 

A  eta  matura^ 
La  gioia  possano 

Provar  si  pura. 

Quale  oggi  e  mia  — 

E  cosi  sia!  — 

8  settembre  ISTO. 

SEBASTIANO   FEXZI, 


liana  iicUe  Murale. 
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Nel  cupo  tramite 
Di  questa  vita, 

Di  spine  e  triboli 
Sempre  gremita, 

Risplencle  limpido 
Talora  im  raggio, 

Che  r  alma  esilara 
Nel  rio  viaggio, 
Colmando  il  ciiore 
Di  lieto  umore. 


E  a  noi  che  il  cumulo 
Di  angoscie  e  pianto, 

Crudele  ha  Fanimo 
Straziato  tanto, 

Surta  e  pur  1'  iride 
Che  iin  di  sereno 

Rivela,  e  il  giubbilo 
Induce  a  pieno 
Neir  imo  petto, 
Profondo  e  schietto. 
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Quest'  iri  e  il  vincolo 
D'  eterno  amore 

Che  inalterabile 

Yi  imisce  il  cuore; 

E  che^  compiutosi 
In  questo  giorno, 

Risveglia  un  palpito 
In  tutti,  attorno 
A  qnesta  mensa, 
Di  crioia  intensa. 


L'alloro  mietere 

Col  brando  in  mano  — 
A  gloria  estollersi 

Neir  Oceano 
Del  vasto  scibile  — 

L'  oro  —  il  potere  — 
Appagan  1'  animo 

Che  sa  volere  — 

Son  d'ambizione 

II  guiderdone. 


Ma  quel  filosofo 

Che  studia  il  vero^ 
Che  solo  all'etica 

Volto  ha  '1  pensiero, 
Apprezza  facile 

L'idea  che,  in  fondo, 
"Sunt  omnia  vanitas" 

In  questo  mondo, 

Salvo  V  amore 

Di  nobil  cuore. 


Null'  altro  aggiungere 
Voglio  io  —  m'arresto 

E  al  ciior  die  e  nohile 
Dico  sol  questo: 

Ami,  e  consimile 
Amor  ritrai  — 

Tesoro  —  antidoto 
A  tutti  i  guai, 
Di  questa  gita 
Crudel  —  la  vita. 


A  entrambi,  identico,. 
II  ciel  sortiva 

L'arcano  spirito 

Che  il  frale  avviva 
Ond'  e  che  celere 
D'amor  lo  strale, 

Vi  uni  per  impeto 
Di  legge  astrale  — 
Fia  benedetto 
Simile  affetto! 


Gli  sposi  vivano! 

Gaio  e  giocondo 
Sia  loro  il  vortice 

Dl  questo  mondo  — 
E  quando  giungano 

A  eta  matura^ 
La  gioia  possano 

Provar  si  pura. 

Quale  oggi  e  mia  — 

E  cosi  sia!  — 

8  settembre  1870. 
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